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Introduction

T

IDS special issue of San Jose Studies appears just after a year's
national focus on the initial Spanish voyage to this hemisphere in
1492. In different arenas, we have been examining the contact of cultures, languages, and ways of perceiving the world that resulted from this
encounter some 500 years ago. Spanish observations of the "new" worlds
before them are abundantly documented; an overview of the accounts of
their early travels and of the underlying world views that led them to see
(or not see) what they did can be found in Mary Louise Pratt's Imperial
Eyes: Travel Writing and Transculturation (Routledge, 1992). The indigenous
people's responses to contact with Europeans, and to the Africans who
often accompanied them, has been lost or destroyed, for the most part,
leaving us with oral histories and items of material culture. This scattering and destruction of indigenous codices compel those who rely on
the printed word for much of their information to be more aware of the
European responses to contact than of the indigenous ones.
Sustained contact between the Spanish and the indigenous peoples of
California, particularly of the area surrounding San Jose, was relatively
late. In 1776, the Presidio was being established by the Spanish at San
Francisco, just as the colonists on the Atlantic coast were declaring their
freedom from the British and forming a union of states. The promoters of
the "English Only" legislation in California seem unaware of how recent
the widespread use of English is in this area: only after the discovery of
gold in 1848, nearly a century after the Spanish priests and soldiers had
settled at San Francisco, did the English language become widely used in
this area. While most Chicanas and Chicanos of California now speak
English as a primary language, nearly all have a living relative who speaks
Spanish and many know of a relative who spoke an indigenous language. (The mother in Luis Valdez's movie, La Bamba, refers to her Yaqui
grandmother at one point).
This issue of San Jose Studies offers the voices of and studies about
Chicanas and Chicanos in the area surrounding San Jose. Through the
poems and short fiction, we enter into the perspectives of imagined
6

characters and felt experiences, and through reviews of longer works we
are invited to enlarge our acquaintance with imagined worlds-those
vibrant worlds of the theatre and of the novel. Personal essays about what
it was like to live in this area or to immigrate to it as a child, or about what
verbal labels and exclusion can mean to a young person, convey the individual experience embedded in an academic study. The visual pieces give
us glimpses of highly developed art forms so much in evidence on the
walls of stores, schools, and galleries in our area: the mural that documents events and people in a medium different from writing; the poster
that combines images and words; the painting or the photograph, using
"traditional" materials to convey non-traditional themes; they leave us
with powerful non-verbal images.
Academic studies of the Chicana and Chicano experiences are offered
as well, as befits a journal published by the first public institution of
higher learning in California: histories of the Chicano movement on
campus and elsewhere in the state; studies of stereotyping and of how
firmly Spanish (or some transformed version of Spanish) is part and
parcel of Anglo-American literature; contrasting studies of migration to
this area that highlight the different experiences of a woman without a
supporting network and a man with the support of two parents and an
extensive network of kin.
A framework for this issue is provided by an essay on what it means to
be a Chicano. Emesto Galarza, the late scholar-activist-visionary who
authored this essay, is arguably the most respected Chicano of the San
Jose area. It is to his memory and to his vision that we dedicate this special
issue.
-Roberto P. Haro and Patricia C. Nichols
Guest Editors
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ARTICLES·

Social Work Education
and the Chicano
Experience

Ernesto Galarza
The author's death, in 1984, brought to a close an extraordinary life of study
and action in the Chicano community. In December, 1973, he was a consultant to
a three-day social work conference at San Jose State University, for which the
following remarks were prepared. This is the first time that they have been published for a wider audience.

T

HE letter of instructions states that this is to be a three-day faculty
development conference. This is clear enough. When I was a
freshman at Occidental I believed that students went to college to
improve their faculties and that since their professors were their faculties, a freshman's principal charge was to improve his professors. Having
changed status in the last40years or so, I no longerbelievethisistrue, but
I notice that my students persist in behaving as if it is.
The letter also admonishes us that this is to be a nuts and bolts experience; and it kindly adds that my participation in it will make it memorable. With notable tact it does not tell me whether I have been cast as one
of the bolts, or one of the nuts.
If I may, let me correct an omission in the terms of reference. This conference, I hope, will turn out to be one of nuts, bolts, and washers, in which
category I will place all the things I propose to say that I don't see on the
formidable agenda. Thus I come to a question of method, that is, how to
sort values, models, courses, objectives, designs, and modules so they can
be arranged to a useful end.
This I propose to aim for by suggesting that on the paper on which you
are taking notes-if you are-you draw a horizontal line the width of the
page. Somewhere on this line please mark a heavy dot. Call the segment
to the left of the dot Segment A and the line to the right Segment C. The
9

dot is labeled Point B. This we will consider the time line by which I
propose to find my way without disaster. Segment A I will take to stand
for The Past. Point B is The Present Segment C represents The Future.
Point B we can dispose of now. It means no more than our present, the
present of those of us who are in this hall, addressing ourselves
wholeheartedly, I trust, to the objectives of this conference. It stands for
us, here and now, fora presentthatwas preceded by a disjunction of ourselves and that will be followed by our dispersal Excuse me if it sounds
like an existentialist invocation. If you will refrain from bolting from this
room and hear me out you will see why it is not.
The usefulness oft he time line for me is suggested by my first proposition: the terms of reference-values, models, experience, etc.-do not
lend themselves to our understanding if we place them indiscriminantly
on either side of Point B. For example, I am asked to suggest theoretical
models, to indicate how values can be integrated, to design core courses.
These are questions that cease crunching in my mind only when I ask
myself whether these models, values, and courses speak to the left or the
right of Point B. Therefore I have decided to deal with my agenda sequentially, viewing all of the terms first from the angle of A and then from the
angle of C.
Let me try to explain why for me this is necessary.
First, because the linear perspective A-B-C forces me to assume an
historical attitude toward my terms. If I am going to deal with "the
Chicano experience," for example, I must firsttake care thatl know when
it became observable. Note that I say ''became observable." The Chicano
spirit, some Chicanos insist, has always been a latent cosmic value
expressed as ''La Raza Cosmica" of Vasconcelos. It could be, but I cannot
get a hold on it until it becomes observable in history-as an idea forcefully stated by somebody, a statement of beliefs advanced by articulate
true believers, even as a banner belligerently raised by enough of them to
make a difference in the course of events.
Proceeding thus, I come to the conclusion that by these tests there was
a time within m ymemory when the Chicano experience had not begun. I
knew Chicanos when I was a small boy in Sacramento, growing up in a
barrio. But the Chicanos of 1912 were fresh from what they called "el
macizo," just arrived from over the border, manual laborers all of them,
speaking nota wordofEnglish, evercareful toremainanonymouswithin
the protective culture of the colonia, typically dressed in "chompas" and
bib overalls, curious and mildly disdainful of the ways of the ''Ponchos,"
their blood brothers. Their political ideology was brief and to the point,
marked by the difference between themselves, "los pobres," and the
others, '1os ricos."
There stand between the Chicano of the 1910s and the Chicano of the
1970s more than 50 years; there stand radical changes in the character of
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the old Chicano, changes that have been wrought by powers within him
and outside of him.
We are broughtto these considerations by a linear view ofthe Chicano
experience. But if we stop there, we can hardly say we know the Chicano
at all. We still have to pause and consider his experience by what I would
call the radial view. We can intersect our time line at significant intervals,
marked by some event or series of events that indicated significant
changes in the evolution of the Chicano and in the dominant society to
which he was reacting. Such an event was the so-called Zoot Suit Riot of
40 years ago. Another was the public school which did start the Chicano
on the road to an articulateness that now carries his voice beyond the
barrio.
When these events take place-whether traumatic, like the Vietnam
War, or seemingly prosaic, like enrollment in the universities and
colleges-they force on usa radial view of the Chicano. He then loses his
linear isolation and becomes integral to a process from which he cannot
escape, the process of tension, change, choice, power, conflictive values,
and interfacing groups on the whole of American society at a given
time.
I have gone this far without paying due attention to definitions of
words I have been using. Let me return to that important matter.
I have just discussed the Chicano by contrastive description. But since
his name is the keynote of this conference, he cannot be dismissed so
passingly. I call him a Chicano, in the first place, because that is what he
wished to be called, and respect for se If-identity is a universal right. I call
him a Chicano because he is a historical presence within an ethnic
minority that is already different because of him. He is, furthermore, a
Chicano because of his posture, in which belligerence, a particular quality
of social awareness and a distinct kind of romanticism are unmistakable.
There is also a Chicano style which cannot be mistaken for that of any
other in American society today. If in some important respects, his passion is pledged to a dream of Aztlan, he can and does argue that at least his
is a passionate style oflife. Feeling robbed of an ancestral cultural endowment, he presently lives and acts according to symbols that outrage his
detractors much more than they subdue their arrogance or reduce their
power.
But these Chicanos are not the first social beings to be driven to passion by their past in order to contend with the realities of their present.
When the wells of emotion are filled only by resentment, a crying sense of
injustice, racist affronts, deliberately designed frustrations to personal
development and social worthiness, it may be suspected that the gods are
making mad those they would destroy-the gods of power whose safety
depends upon keeping the despairs of their various minorities apart.
This, I think, is where the Chicano presently stands.
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If I am right, it is of overriding importance for the Chicano to deal with
terms such as have been posed to me, and which I have already identified, with the most critical powers of which he is capable-not, I say, with
the bitterest resentment but with the most critical powers.
So, let me turn again to these terms. I will deal with them first from the
angle of Segment A of our time line.
Theoretical models: Speaking of models generally, I believe that a
model that is constructed with the idea in mind that it is to be reproduced, replicated, imitated, or copied elsewhere is merely a mock-up, a
dummy. Of two models that are exactly or nearly alike, one must be a
mere tracing of the other, a coloring book to occupy inert minds with
busy work. A genuine model is not an example to be imitated. It is a
dynamic but really provisional arrangement-the unfinished proof of a
theory in process. It is a correlation of certain variables that occur in the
situation to be controlled or resolved. A genuine model if so understood
should be a stimulus, not a mold.
So, if weare talkingofmodelsin thepasttenseofSegmentA, I will substitute for them the idea of practical abstractions. These are combinations, more or less arbitrary, mostly more, of parts selected from a given
category of concepts to prove a thesis, establish an attitude, reinforce an
argument. As far as Chicanos are concerned, it is the way history has been
written in and about the Southwest There is danger in not seeing the difference. Chicano historians, to redress this wrong, can set about composing their own practical abstractions and produce a history that documents the tunnel vision of the classic school of historians. Undoubtedly
we need this reprimand, but as little sense can be made of a history that
stops with the proof that the Anglo historians have seen the past only
with their right eye, by demonstrating that the Chicano historian is seeing
it only with the left Once the reprimand is administered, we will wait for a
history of Man in America. It will be the record of humanity in all its
incarnations-and in all its colors, as acting on the scene in the succession of events, the record of the our past.
So I say I cannot offer you a theoretical model of the past, and perhaps
not even a practical abstraction of it, because I am not much attracted by
mental exercises to put somebody down or push somebody up.
Moreover, a practical abstraction for such purposes cannot be integrated
into anything other than its own case-hardened forms. There are many
such examples in the lumber rooms of historians-the Black Legend, the
Yellow Menace, Manifest Destiny, to name only a few. What, then, are the
uses of history for Chicanos? I would think that they consist of taking the
time line backward and pausing to examine in the radial manner, his
condition as a man at any given point-the point marked by a significant
change inhuman and institutional relations, to discover thereby his place
in the relations of social power, the conditions which made them pos-
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sible, their attendant behaviors and appearances and characteristic states
of mind, their idiocies and their evils, and the enduring search of mankind including his own, for something better than what is.
Values: If we regard them from the angle of the past, there is little we
can do about them other than to collect the traces they have left of man's
behavior. Here we have to be careful. Nothing is dearer to us than the
values we say we live by, especially after we have ceased living by them.
This makesanalysisofvaluesa question of some delicacyandoftenofno
little risk.
I think that what I am supposed to attempt here is to recall those values
of the Mexican past that have survived the indifference, indeed the
hostility, of the dominant society, and that might now be made operative,
as the saying goes, again.
I am not eager to go on a search for values to such a purpose. Rather I
am interested in knowing about living and acting people in communities
in which certain values, their values, still inform a way of life that is lifegiving mther than life-arresting. In such a context, I do not knowwhatwe
mean by incorporating values. Am I to understand that this means going
shopping for value styles suitable to our present predicaments?
Perhaps my trouble lies in my suspicion that there are not many values,
but one, the value of life and its everlasting struggle to benotonly a good
life but a better one. But history is the bloody record of differences of
opinion on this score. The worst crimes of man against himself have been
justified by assertingthesuperiorityofsome valuesoverothers. I suspect
that the arguments have not been over values at all, but over valuables,
the disproportionate distribution of which among men has to be
rationalized somehow.
No. The search for values suitable to our predicaments is beyond my
ability to pursue. If I should, by sheer chance, discover some such value
and attempt to incorporate it into a model for future use, I would suspect
that I had been living an existence void of values, or at least, with some
values missing, in a moral gap that I must now hasten to fill.
One other doubt that derails me about values is the definition of right
and wrong accepted by a social group, and internalized, as the saying
goes, as the conscience of its individual members. As we well know, this
process of sublimation, in present Western, Christian, capitalist society
does not work that smoothly. Nor does it in other contemporary societies that are neither Christian nor capitalist nor Western. This explains
why there is to be found a thicket ofreinforcementsforvaluesin the form
of ethical codes, moral prescriptions, and legal enactments. Vast institutions like the Church, the Bench, and the Police exist to keep pointing to
the straight and narrow, or to confine us in the pokey when we stray
outrageous} y from it Infants and children are introduced to this amazing
mechanism by an endless sequence of do's and don't's, which are rein-
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forced by various methods of genteel violence.
If I may ask, what is it that is troubling you social work educators? Are
you unable to find the foundations ofthis superstructure of sanctions and
punishment, on which you could rest your conduct as men and women as
well as social work educators? If I were more certain on this account, I
would easily understand the usefulness of a special code of professional
competence and responsibility for your guild.
Core courses: To this term I join those of objectives, design, and content, the bricks and mortar of any respectable curriculum.
If we are still on Segment A of our time line, these should not be difficult matters. Educational philosophers have been looking for the core of
curricula for some time in a brave effort to restore some sort of form to the
learning process. This is vital because only form imparts meaning to the
parts of a whole, and the parts of education have been parting from each
other more and more. So a core curriculum for social work education
would be one that restores the dialogue among, say, the disciplines of
sociology, pedagogy, and social anthropology. The design would be the
lines of demarcation and of contact among the disciplinesand the particular territory that social work education claims exclusively as its own. The
content, again, would be the subject matter, the materials and the
methods of instruction peculiar to this department ofthe academic establishment. The objectives would be 'those immediate gains in skill and
competence, perhaps understanding and even wisdom, that all agree
could be vouchsafed only by a solid training in social work.
Having disposed of core course, design, content, and objectives, I
hasten to add that I am not unaware that it is not all that easy. Schools of
social wor~ for all that they have been around for 50 years or more, or
less, are still having to fight their way into the establishment. In fact, I
seem to detect signs that the deeper they get into it the more they have to
struggle. They have not moved into Academia to change it but to claim a
piece of its action and thereby a piece of its budget. On both counts they
have as many monitors, critics, or hostiles as there are other departments
or schools.
These academic "spheres of influence" are the arena of continuing
combat that demands so great a part of the working time of many faculties. If social work education has come of age, it may be because it has
earned its battle ribbons in the pit. And like other departments and
schools, it has also learned to take part in occasional "inter-disciplinary''
exercises as proof that social work education has not totally divorced
itself from the wholeness of the intellectual experience of the campus.
Having been a social worker of sorts m yse If, I am somewhat depressed
by these considerations. The new vocabulary confuses me. Social work
education is now located between parameters. It must produce models
andmodules.Itmustjustifyitselfbythetestofcost-benefits.Itspedagogy
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is less important than its accountability. It must prove that its values are
valuable.
Perhaps I could have said all I have said in the foregoing in one sentence: From history one can learn little, something, or much. About
history one cando nothing. So I come at last and with the sense of relief to
Point Bon my time line and hasten beyond to Segment C, to take up my
agenda again from the angle of the future.
From here on I ought to have it much easier.
Theoretical models: Social work education can have a barrel of fun
devising them on drawing boards. This occupation is far more serious
than cutting out paper dolls, can earn academic credits, help enormously
to pass the time until commencement, and sometimes even merit a
federal grant.
Or:
It can recognize that such models, if they are to behumanlyusefulatall,
must be the product of minds that are intensely engaged with others in
social action Model-making with dynamism of this kind is always workin-progress, never work completed. It raises no false dilemmas of ends
and means, forb oth must yield continuously to values. The model arises
from the human need in which it is born; that need gives the model
responsive form, consumes it on the way to realization, and becomes
history in the end. In time, no doubt, someone institutionalizes the result.
It hardens and in its tum obstructs the progress of mankind. The time
comes for a new model, and humanity takes up its endless task of
sweeping away used models and creating new, necessary ones in their
place.
Values: I may have stumbled on a useful suggestion for social work
education to integrate itself with values. I have already said that I understand your need for a code of professional conduct and competence. But I
have questioned the necessity for a value or set of values peculiarly
tailored for social work, and different from a value or values that you, as
men and women, accept and believe in for the behavior of society. For it is
on the level of values, than which there is no deeper level, that you must
decide whether social work education is part oflife or merely a preparation for life.
The choice makes a drastic difference. Preparation for life is how some
people occupy themselves all their lives. The best place to do this is the
campus. It is a good footing for a career, as some Chicano intellectuals are
beginning to discover. But values thatweavethecampusand the city into
one unbrokenmeshofinvolvementabolish the distinction, which I think
is a false one, between life and preparation for life. Is social work education accepting or rejecting this distinction? I leave the question with
you.
Core courses: Here I must be especially careful. When I approach ques-
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tions of curriculum, I am apt to speak imprudently. I have in the past given
offense on this score, though I am never certain whether I mean to or
not.
For example, I am of the opinion that schools of social work ought to
secede from the humanities and set themselves up in the field of the INhumanities. The material for studying reality, for watching the nonoperation of values, for the analysis of disintegration, for the making of
pre-cast models, is far richer in the IN-humanities than in their shorter
form. Here is a vast and unexplored field for the mind. It can stop
bewailing the dehumanization of art, of the cities, of leisure, of politics,
and begin to assemble the scientific evidence on these matters. Of course,
research in this direction is inordinately difficult. We have reached the
stage of social control-whether in government or education-by
secrecy and of public enlightenment by the gmce of leaks.... Professors
in the IN-humanities would be much more likely to get bounced. Still and
all, a course of study in the IN-humanities would be, as they say,
rewarding.
And who knows how far-reaching the effect might be? There might be
courses in UN-civil engineering, the practice of which has been abundantly demonstrated by the freeways, the sports complexes, the school
buildings, and the urban renewals of our day. There could be courses in
Plastics instead of Classics, Trivia in place of the Trivium and the
Quadrivium, and Credit Cards instead of credits. And academic training
could be topped not by PostGraduate but by PostMortem ofthe mind.
But I must restrain my indiscretions. I must stop short before I get to
elementary education, because I might be tempted to describe the curriculum, the way things stand, as the FiveR's: Reading, Riling, Rithmetic,
Remediation, and Retardation.
No, I do not want to recommend Core Courses for the Social Work
Education of the future. I want to suggest Core Discourses. What is the
difference? The first is a curriculum programmed to meet academic
requirements, leading to a high degree of intellectual insulation and
social disengagement The second is a non-programmed interplay of
minds prepared by the relevant disciplines to grapple with theoretical
models for a society that can act according to humanizing values.
The Core Discourse, then, deals with an area of social concern-so
defined because it is about a social group significantly dislocated from
social participation. This immediately states a value: no social group
should be excluded from such participation. It also demands a theoretical
model as I have defined it, a concert of the disciplines that bear on the
model and the action that it calls for as it moves forward to a solution.
There is here no issue of translating theory into practice, for the value
governs them both as they interlace.
Such Core Discourses might be: the threatened demolition of a barrio;
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the condition of the so-called wetback population in a certain area; the
subjection of children to instruction in a language they do not understand; the isolation of the aged; the obstruction of information vital to the
welfare of a particular group.
You will notice my stress on the role of the intellectual disciplines in the
Discourses. I want to make certain that I am not understood to be
suggesting that they be downgraded. Their importance is obvious. To
them we owe the materials for objective understanding and on them we
depend for the speedy marshalling of the facts we require. Those who
devote themselves to a particular intellectual tradition may shrink from
adding the dimension of action; the only require men tshould be that their
pursuit of "pure" knowledge be undeterred and unconfined. If I seem to
belabor the point it is because I see some evidence of "pure" activism
advancing on disciplined intellectual labor. This maybe because so much
of the intellectual labor has been misappropriated, so much of it inbred,
so much of it bent to academic convenience. I have talked with many
young Chicano scholars who tortured their genuine interest in graduate
research out of shape in order to fulfill requirements that required little or
nothing of their personal fulfillment. I do not know how much has been
lost by these aberrations of the system, nor how much delayed the discovery by Chicano minds of the far greater rigors and the far more
satisfying compensation of self-imposed intellectual discipline.
Chicano content: I can identify this term in one sentence. The Chicano
content of social work will be the Chicanos themselves.
So it is about time that I got around to the implications of all this for
social work education.
First, some negative ones.
Some terms need to be re-examined, in the use ofwhichare wrapped
implications that change the nature of what they are assumed to
describe.
One of these is "case work." This is a term no doubt useful in organizing
the distribution of the services social workers are called on to provide.
But I wonder if the one-to-one relationship that is implied is authentic. I
cannot believe that social invalids-the aged, the very young dependents, the mentally ilL the handicapped, the chronic alcoholic-are so
severely damaged that they cannot take part in some type of social relationships. I would like to see much more attention paid to this aspect of
the damaged personality, much more care and time and funding to
expand and to secure some of the constructive things that are already
being done in this direction.
Another expression I would look at with caution is "the delivery of services." This, I would guess, is an expression that comes out of the
enormous expansion of social work, the very mass of its clientele. Those
who need social assistance most are likely to get lost, literally, and cannot
be found to receive it. Hence, the recruitment not only of social workers
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but of aides and paraprofessionals to locate those in need and help in
delivering services to them. I hope we understand that an entrenched
delivery service requires delivery boys and girls, which as an apprenticeship, is well and good. But as a career and an attitude toward social
dislocation, it is questionable.
I have also beenthinkingaboutsomeofthe goalsofsocial work education as I read them in current literature. You seem to be posing to yourselves questions such as this one: How can we integrate social work
education into the established academic curriculum? That, I think, is an
ominous possibility. Schools of social work are indeed faced with serious
problems if they are to establish themselves within academia. They must
exist somewhere and the campus seems to be the only port in sight But
genuine integration is something else. As a profession you are claiming
that it is your prime task to promote social and institutional change by
enhancing social functioning of those who are presently excluded from it.
If you mean what you are saying, it seems to me that the direction of
integration ought to be toward those who are actively and directly
engaged in that sort of action. I do not see that integration taking place on
the campus.
In fact, I can offer you a parallel case in the field of bilingual education.
This is a philosophy, a method, a goal, and a model of instruction that is
comparatively new to American education. Already the issue of integration has been raised high-not, I want to make it clear, ethnic integration
primarily or exclusively, but integration in the sense in which you are
speaking. The issue is whether the bilingual curriculum should be
assimilated tot he existing formal curriculum. I contend that it should not.
There are many who disagree with my position. To state my own case, I
contend that such assimilation or integration would eventually result in
boring children in two languages instead of one.
Specific content modules:· Here I recommend an example, perhaps
even an assignment of work, that will illustrate what I have been talking
about.
Ten miles northeast of where we are meeting is the community of
Alviso. It has a population of some 1800 persons, about 65 per cent of
them Mexicans and, as some of them prefer to be called, Chicanos.
Culturally, ethnically, and socially, it is a community much like those that
existed until recently in many parts of the San Francisco Peninsula
Alviso is a small town settled by people who have successively relocated
by reason of advancing mechanization in agriculture, urban expansion,
and poverty. Alviso lies on the marshy edge of San Francisco Bay, subject
to floods, silting, and related inconveniences. It is nevertheless one of the
last remaining pieces of real estate in an area in which light industry,
freeways, airports, trailer parks, sewage plants, and garbage dumps are
competing for room with people.
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For this reason, Alviso came into what is known as the ~~sphere of
influence" of the City of San Jose, a muscular metropolis with its own
sizable Mexican population. In 1 968, there was an annexation election
contrived in such a way as to legally abolish Alviso. During the past five
years, the Alvisans have held off annexation de facto by challenging the
results of the election in the courts; but relief from this direction seems to
be running out.
Here is the bare background of a situation which, I believe, meets the
requirements of ours pecific content module. It is a social unit threatened
with social dysfunction, if total obliteration can be so softly described. In
this part of California, it is the last example of a social process that has
destroyed other barrios of Mexicans, notably one that used to exist in the
very center of San Jose and is now utterly visible, located as it was at the
very doors of a great university.
I propose Alviso as your specific content module. It calls for a
theoretical model of what such a community might be. It represents a
choice of values ofhighintensity. It lends itself to a Discourse calling fora
focus of many disciplines-sociology, economics, political science, social
anthropology, education, ecology, geology, urban planning, and history.
It is typically an example of concentrated Chicano experience. It is a
practical encounter of two opposed theories of social organization. And it
has a bibliography.
Objectives? Design? Content? No problems.
The objective would be to prevent the destruction of Alviso as a community and preserve it as such until its present and future dwellers have
time to recover their ability to function socially; and to go from there to
build an environment friendly to man and community. The design would
be a concert of actions and relationships between the Alvisans and the
School of Social Work that would promote the objective. The content
would be the specific roles of those who would take part in the making of
the design, based on the necessary research and information.
It is time for me to bring this paper to an end. I do so restating my belief
that the object of society is to be social and that it rests in a personal commitment that tom y knowledge has not been stated with more clarity than
by Agustin Yanez, the Mexican philosopher:
"Ser responsables.... Vivir siempre alertas an el sitio de nuestra
jerarquia, alta o baja, si con ella nosidentificamos.... Volveral trabajode
unidades ... volver a Ia responsabilidad personal para que Ia tarea colectiva logre claro sentido, cauce franco e immediate consecuencia."
In other words:
"To be responsible.... To be vigilant always at our post of duty, high or
low, if our faith is there also .... To be personally answerable so that the
common endeavor be clear as to purpose, moving freely to immediate
and vital consequence:'
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Spanish Words in
Anglo-American
Literature:
A Chicano Perspective

Jose Antonio Burciaga
Introduction

B

ECAUSE much of the Anglo-American literature with Spanish
words deals with my ancestry and culture, I would be remiss if not
dishonest to deal only with the Spanish words without their understanding in political context. I cannot deal with this subject in a mere clinical
manner and title it only, "Spanish Words in Anglo-American Literature."
Words in themselves, in whatever language, are political entities; and one
of the reasons for synonyms and antonyms, adjectives and adverbs is to
give the words more than meaning, to give them color and a political
end.
The racism, prejudice, and ignorance in early Anglo-American literature concerning Mexican American people and culture are facts. There
are those who would excuse them on the grounds that then was another
time and place with an ancient set of values and that we cannot judge
what happened 1 00 years ago. Granted, that was another time and place
but so are today and tomorrow, based on yesterday.
However, it is true that one's appreciation of early Anglo-American
literature that deals with Mexican Americans is enhanced if one understands the context of the time and place in which it was experienced and
written. Further, one gains from such study the positive satisfaction of
seeing the initial Spanish and Mexican influences on Anglo-American
culture and literature and how they evolve into the Chicano literature
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explosion. What follows is but a brief and incomplete summary and
survey of the extensive information and literature, with particular
emphasis on early Anglo-American literature of the Southwest. 1
I begin this essay in the most personal of terms so as to illustrate how
one reader is affected by the survival and assimilation into the mainstream of classical Anglo-American literature carrying Spanish words
with it.
Twain and Calaveras

The first time I ever ran across a Spanish word in Anglo-American
literature was in grade school when we were assigned to read Mark
Twain's ''The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County." It was a
fun-filled and humorous story by the author of''The Adventures of Tom
Sawyer" and". . . Huckleberry Finn." Despite my fluency in Spanish by
birth and my home along the Rio Grande, I did not recognize the Spanish
word in the title and story. I knew what a calavera was. It was Ia pelona, Ia
dientuda, Ia calaca, it was a skull. For el Dia de los Muertos in Mexico, they
were made out of sugar. In Loteria, the children's Mexican game, La
Calavera was illustrated with the crossed bones and spelled out on one of
the cards.
But within the context of an Anglo-American English class, in a school
where Spanish was strictly forbidden and "calaveras" was pronounced
anglo-phonetically, the word was hidden, disguised. It was the
mysterious name of an unknown place. Calaveras was pronounced ''kelawe-ver-rahs." Innocently or naively, I took the word to be just another
eccentric English word, the name of a county pronounced with all the
Anglo-American accent. For me the word was totally disguised and it
took me a few years to realize that Calaveras County in California had
been named for Rio Calaveras, a river where a great number of skulls and
skeletons had been found by early Spanish explorers.
Twain wrote ". . . Jumping Frog ..." in 1867 when he lived and
worked as a reporter and editor in the mining towns of Nevada and California. This was the first Mark Twain story that attracted major national
attention on the East Coast. The East was information-hungry for the
Wild West, and while Spanish names were published by journalists and
reporters, few novelists or short story writers utilized Spanish names and
places.
As in Twain's story, many Spanish words in Anglo-American literature are inconsequential names of places originally designated by
Spanish speakers. These proper names have changed through an evolution of misspellings such as Murieta from Murrieta, Arnstradero from
Arrastradero, or even the town of Buda (pronounced ''Biuda"), Texas,
that comes from Viuda, Texas.

21

In Anglo-American literature, through the place of the story, time,
speaker, or author, the bilingual reader can sometimes note the difference among Peninsular Spanish words from the Grandmother country, Spanish from the Mother country, and Spanish from the United
States. The Spanish words can give the explicit purpose of the author plus
the hidden implicit. The reader can also appreciate both the explicit and
implicit messages.
The majority of Spanish words in Anglo-American literature deal with
Mexican Americans. Pioneer writers of Anglo-American literature in the
mid-19th century Southwest always clarified, though erroneously, the
national character of those who spoke Spanish. For instance, young and
beautiful Senoritas were typecast as pure Spanish. But for the most part
males were generally depicted as Mexican, swarthy, dirty, mysterious,
and silent-not pure Spanish or pure Indian but a mixed breed,
bastardized males.
In ''Who Are the Chicanos?" John Womack, Jr., explains the differentiation of national characters in early Anglo-American literature. 2 "They
were Spaniards if they were prosperous and pale, 'greasers,' 'Spies' or
Mexicans if they were brown and poor." The Anglo-Americans had conquered the Mexicans.
Soon after the Yankee conquest of the Southwest, early AngloAmerican writers begin to reminisce nostalgically about the supposedly
once-pure Spanish settlement or the once-pure Indian tribes.
In 1872, Helen Hunt Jackson wrote the novel Ramona as a plea for
justice for the American Indian Through this novel, we begin to see the
predicament of not so much the Indian alone but of the half-breed, the
mestizo that comes from the pure Spanish and the pure Indian:
"A y," she said "a low common Indian. I told my sister, when
she took you, the Indian blood in your veins would show
some day; and now it has come true."
Ramona's cheeks were scarlet. Her eyes flashed. "Yes,
Senora Moreno," she said, springing to her feet, "the Indian
blood in my veins shows today. I understand many things I
never understood before. Was it because I was an Indian that
you have always hated me?"
More than a century later, that comment, that story illustrate the
prejudice and injustice suffered by the Mexican American. Their mestizaje with the hated Indian and the hated Spaniard sometimes made the
offspring twice as despised. The Mexican American War, Manifest
Destiny, and the superiority complex suffered by the Anglo-American
only added to the ancient English prejudice against the Spanish and
Catholicism That prejudice, called the Black Legend, migrated to this
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continent and to this day exists to one extent or another.
The foregoing quote from Ramona limits the Spanish words to A~
Ramona, and Senora Moreno. The novel contains the Spanish names of
various other people: Felipe, Pablo, Juan; and places like San Jacinto and
Temecula. The Spanish used is minimal.
Some proper Spanish names that appear throughout the early period
of Anglo-American literature are a mystery. At times it is difficult to
recognize the names as Spanish and one suspects them of having been
invented or misspelled or having resulted from typographical errors. In
Ramona, "Father Salvierderra" does not sound like a Spanish surname; if
it is, it is not common nor is it fluid in prose. Perhapswhattheauthorhad
in mind was ~~Salvatierra," such as Hermengildo Salvatierra in Bret
Harte's short story, "The Right Eye of the Commander." ~~Salvatierra" is
more meaningful as it translates to "earth savior:'
In 1890, Gertrude Atherton wrote a noveL Los Cerritos, the small hills,
which was a nostalgic look at an earlier Spanish California of Dones and
Donas. This nostalgia for the pure Spanish was based in error or, at best,
ill-placed. According to Carey McWilliams, in North of Mexico ( 1949), the
people that settled California did not come directly from Spain but from
Mexico. The early Spanish settlers were pretty much assimilated to the
Mexican culture by the time they got to California. But Atherton's novel
deals with an upper-crust of a Spanish landowning society. The Spanish
words used are minimal and similar to those in Ramona.

Pen Names Used
Not all writers wrote from a distant imagination or prejudiced vantage
point. Joaquin Miller (1837-1913) is the pen name of Cincinnatus Heine
Miller, a poet from Indiana. He became a miner in California and lived
among the Indians as is reflected in his numerous writings including''Life
among the Indians." He borrowed his first name from the legendary
Joaquin Murrieta, who to Anglo-Americans was a bandit out of California folklore; but to many Californios then and today, to many Chicanos
and other Latin Americans, he is an avenger who resisted the Yankee
invasion into California.
Joaquin Miller was a poet whose use of Spanish words in his poems
was minimal, appearing mostly in the titles. The nostalgia for the old
Spanish purity is obvious in one poem after another. In '1sles of the
Amazon" there is a line: "1 shall die,' he said, 'so far from my
Guadalquiver... :'' In "The Isles of the Incas'' is the line, " . . . she is
sweet as the breath of a Castille rose."'1n San Francisco" is another poem
in which he sees a ~~prince or peon" as a Spaniard or a Mexican. He wrote
''La Ex posicion" about an international exposition in New Orleans.
Despite his romantic sensibility, he also accompanied William Walker on
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his adventurous invasion ofN icaragua. Other Miller poems with Spanish
words include "Sierras Adios," 'The Defense of the Alamo," "The Tale of
the Tall Alcalde," and ''Vaquero." In his book of prose, "First Families of
the Sierras," it is difficult to find a Spanish word other than in the title: yet
vaqueros and ranchos were common words within conversational Spanish
during that period.
Major Horace Bell, another writer from the early period, more than
once gave his pen name as Don Guillamo Embustero y M entiroso. Though he
championed the U.S. Government's takeover of the Southwest, he, like
many other writers from that period, dressed in a nostalgic Spanish
manner with a red sash around his waist and becomeanHispanophile.
One of the most influential and better known of the early California
writers was Bret Harte, best known for his story The Outcasts of Poker
Flat" Harte was also a journalist and recounts in detail the prejudiced
sentiments of the 1870s in San Francisco. In one essay, ''The Mission
Dolores," he writes, "The Mission Dolores is destined to be 'The Last Sigh'
of the native Californian. When the last 'Greaser' shall indolently give
way to the bustling Yankee ... the half reclaimed Mexican, whose respectability slipped at his waist .. :'In this essay, Harte's use of Spanish words
is like seasoning for flavor and authenticity: adobe, padre, mantilla ...
Contrary to his prophesy, today Mission Dolores is the ever-growing,
popular, and vibrant Latino section of San Francisco.
As mentioned, some Spanish words are misspelled either by the
author or typesetter. Harte's "The Legend of Monte del Diablo" contains
the word serape. The object referred to appears in other literary works of
that period but with different spellings such as sa rape, zarape, zerape, or serrape. Sometimes these terms are understandably different due to evolution in usage and spelling. Such is the case when Harte writes about the
Bishop in "Guadalaxara," Mexico, yet other words such as frijoles, tortiUas,
and chocolate have remained constantin usage although varied in spelling
in Anglo-American literature.
Exclamations such as Carajo! Madre de Dios! and Carra mba! -the latter
spelled with double "r's''-are easily used in the literature of the late
1870s without italics or explanations. Footnotes are rare but at times do
become necessary. In Harte's ''The Story of a Mine and Other Tales," there
are footnote definitions for the falda of a mountain and for a rilbrica. "Red
Rock Rancho" is a pioneer bilingualism.
The different periods in Anglo-American literature as it pertains to
MexicanAmericansarewellclassifiedbyMarcienneRocardinChildrenof
the Sun (1989), which begins in 1848with the TratadodeGuadalupeHidalgo
that turned the North of Mexico into the Southwestern United States. The
author calls the first period Ethnocentrism, the Myth of Anglo
Superiority; followed by Romanticism, California Myth; Realism, The
Mexican American Faces Anglo Society; Admiration for a Different
11
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People; The Defenders of the Oppressed; and on into the Mexican
American, Chicano literary movement. Within this framework of
periods, Spanish usage growsandisused according to theperiodand the
author's intentions. But for the latter part of the 19th century, usage of
Spanish in Anglo-American literature is basic and minimal.
William Sidney Porter (1862-1910), better know as 0. Henry, was one
of this country's most gifted and prolific story writers. Originally from
Greensboro, North Carolina, he spent a good number of years in Texas
where he easily picked up the Spanish language, first from Mexican
Americans on ranches and then formally through a Spanish book of
grammar. According to E. Hudson Long's 0. Henry the Man and His Work
(1949), Porter knew "Spanish, English, and the Mexican dialect, known
to Texans as 'Greaser':' According to his Anglo-American friends, Porter
knew a better brand of Spanish than the "descendants of Montezumas."
And more than anyone before him, 0. Henry used Spanish in his stories
about the frontier country.
0. Henry's most famous character became "The Cisco Kid" because of
a television show based on this character from the short story, "Heart of
The West." Whereas in 0. Henry's story, the Cisco Kid is a murderous
outlaw, in thetelevisionseriesheisa good guy, a hero, withPanchoashis
sidekick, reminiscent of Don Quixote's companion Sancho Panza. This
story is filled with Spanish: The Cisco Kid who at 25 years of age had
already killed six men has a woman friend by the name of Tonia Perez
(most probably Toiia, from Antonia) who lives in a jacal-shack-between
Frio and the Rio Gran de. Cisco is a bad hombre, who killed because he was
quick-tempered, to avoid arrest, or for his own amusement. His horse
knows every mesquite from San Antonio to Matamoros. Tonia lives with her
grandfather who is in a continuous dream from drinking mezcaL There are
many other desperados and the people usually hid them or said "quien
sabes" as they feigned ignorance on their whereabouts. Tonia has the fire
and charm she inherited from the gitanos of the Basque Province. She
also hasachivoshefeedsfroma bottle and singssadcancionesdeamor. The
story continues, filled with other Spanish words such as pantalones,
camisa, tienda, frijoles, El Chuvato Gregorio, lavandera, muy caballero, and "ah
Dios."
Even though 0. Henry's use of Spanish words is wide, heisalsoauthor
of perhaps the most derisive literary work on Mexicanos, a poem published in "Rolling Stones":
Tamales
This is the Mexican
Don Jose Calderon
One of God's countrymen,
Land of the buzzard.
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Cheap silver dollar, and
Cacti and murderers.
Why has he left his land
Land of the lazy man,
Land of the pulque
Land of the bull fight,
Fleas and revolution.
This is the reason, Hark to the Wherefore;
Listen and tremble.
One of his ancestors,
Ancient and garlicky,
Probably grandfather,
Died with his boots on.
Killed by the Texans,
Texans with big guns,
At San Jacinto,
died without benefit
Of priest or clergy;
Died of minie balls,
mescal and pepper.
Don Jose Calderon
Heard of the tragedy
Heard of it, thought of it,
Vowed a deep vengenance;
vowed retribution
On the Americans,
Murderous gringos,
Especially Texans.
Valga me Dios! que
Ladrones, dia blos,
Matadores, mentidores,
Caraccos y perros,
Voy a matarles,
Con solo mis manos,
Toditas sin falta."
Thus swore the Hidalgo
Don Jose Calderon....
11

The poem continues to tell the story of how Calderon vows retribution on the "murderous gringos" for the killing of his grandfathermetaphorically speaking, retribution for the Mexican ancestors killed in
the battle of San Jacinto after the fall of the Alamo-by selling, to
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"innocent purchasers, tamales made of rat terrier, spitz dog and poodle,
maltese cat, boarding house steak and red pepper." He ends the poem
with:
This is your deep revenge,
You have greased all of us,
Greased a whole nation
With your Tamales,
Don Jose Calderon,
Santos Esperition,
Vincente Camillo,
Quintana de Rios,
De Rosa y Ribera.
This poem has been reprinted above exactly and complete with
misspellings and missing accent marks as it appears in the 1917
Doubleday Page & Company edition. Some of them isspe llings indicate a
direct derivation from English words such as Vincente from Vincent,
instead of Vicente.
From 1930 to 1 940, Rocard writes, "The yoke of the stereotype
loosens." The usage of Spanish gets better but there are still numerous
instances or innuendos of type-casting Mexicanos. The treatment of the
Mexican is still less than the treatment of the Spanish. The 0. Henry
"Tamales" poem is more reflective of the popular racist sentiments ofthe
day in Texas than that found in other Anglo-American literature.
The difference that Anglo-American authors make between Spanish
speakers of Mexican ancestry and peninsular Spanish speakers is marked
even into the modem period. This difference is of particular interest in
the modem period with Ernest Hemingway, another renowned AngloAmerican author.
Tum of the Century

The early 20th century saw a number of Anglo-American writers
becoming more familiar with the Mexican culture and the Spanish language. Jack London visited Mexico in 1 911, sent dispatches and wrote
''The Mexican," published in the Saturday Evening Post of August 19, 1911.
In 1920, Katherine Ann Porter, a native of San Antonio, Texas, claimed
Mexico City as her Paris.
The poet William Carlos Williams never forgot his Hispanic heritage
and tried to keep abreast of cultural developments in Latin America.
Archibald MacLeish, another poet, travelled to Mexico looking for the
origins of the American experience, as did John Dos Passos.
The poet, essayist, and j oumalist William Cullen Bryant was one of the
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first American writers to be actively interested in Latin American culture. He toured through the Caribbean and Mexico and has left journals
and essays in which he recorded his obseiVations on those regions. (No
Short Journeys, p. 86 and 8 7.)
The great Anglo-American writers, Walt Whitman and Henry David
Thoreau, were also champions of the Mexican culture. Thoreau chose to
go to jail rather than pay taxes in support of the Mexican War. Whitman
wrote a letter to the city fathers of Santa Fe, New Mexico, on the occasion
of the 333rd anniversary of the founding of the city. In that letter, he
extolled the virtues of the Spanish character. Whitman marked the
changing attitude towards Mexico and the Southwest. Mark Twain soon
followed with his California short story along with the other writers mentioned earlier.

Hemingway
ErnestHemingway'swritingwashighlyinfluencedbyhislifeinSpain,
Italy, and France. He has set novels or short stories in all three countries,
complete with Spanish, Italian, and French phrases and words. Hemingway's knowledge and love of Spain and her culture is native and
auther:ttic for all practical literary purposes. His use of Spanish terms is
almost perfect. From time to time, one can question some Spanish terms
in Hemingway stories but they can easily be attributed to misspellings or
to mistakes in editing or typography.
In his short story,"The Undefeated," about a bullfighter in Madrid,
Hemingway uses many technical Spanish bullfight terms such as: cogida,
novillos, faena, coleta, picador, patio de caballos, cuadrilla, barrera, quites, corto y
derecho, suerta and among others used are Manosduros, banderillos and
tomar. Manosduros is the nickname of a picador and it was most probably
originally Manosduras but changed to ... duros, under the thought that
since the picador was male, the nickname had to be masculine, without the
realization that manos is feminine. Similarly, Banderillos should be
banderillas. Mistakes with the gender of a Spanish word are a common
occurrence in Anglo-American literature. In the story, the bullfighter calls
to the bull, '7omar! "-take this. It would have been more correct and
naturalforthe bullfightertohavesaid, "Toma!""Tomar!" isarchaic, yet its
use is dramatic and effective in the story.
In ''The Capital of the World," another bullfight story, Hemingway
again freely used Spanish words without footnotes or explanations for
the benefit of the lay person. As a one-time aficionado de toros, I find that
these two bullfight stories are my favorites, but they are also among the
least known of Hemingway's stories, perhaps because of the number of
Spanish "technical bullfight words" and/or the subject itself. Bullfighting
has always been a loathsome subject to a significant number of Anglo-
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Americans and the number, Spaniards included, may be increasing in
this day and age of animal rights. Bullfighting was more known in
Hemingway's time than in the present, due in part to his short stories and
novels.
The Spanish characters in Hemingway's novels and short stories seem
for the most part universal and human. However, in "The Gambler, The
Nun, The Radio," his only short story whose main character is a Mexican
or Mexican American, the results are disappointing. The story is unfortunately true to life in the way many Anglo-Americans continue to see the
Mexican American.
" 'Listen, amigo,' said Mr. Frazer .. :' This is a typical condescending
tone of voice still in use. Foran Anglo-American tocallaMexicanAmerican ''amigo" without knowing him is almost like calling a Black, "Boy."
Mr. Frazer is a detective suspecting the main character, Cayetano, of
criminal activities.
'Mandarlo al carajo,' said Cayetano .. :' Mimdalo al carajo or Mimdalo a
Ia chingada would have been more natural and appropriate because
''Mandarlo" would be the equivalent of saying "Have him sent to hell"
instead of "Send him to hell." Likewise, ''Mandalo a Ia chingada" would
have been more appropriate coming from the mouth of a criminal. (But
the term chingada is too strong and not used until much later in AngloAmerican literature.)
''Hola, amigo! Que tal?" Cayetano asks Mr. Frazer in a totally different
circumstance from the first time in which Cayetano sends Mr. Frazer al
carajo. In the first instance, Cayetano is suffering from a bullet wound. In
the second circumstance, the tables are turned and Mr. Frazer has a
paralyzed leg, so Cayetano returns the expression, so to speak
The protagonist in ''The Gambler, The Nun, The Radio" is as
unemployed as the characters in John Steinbeck's Tortilla Flat (1935).
Interestingly enough, Hemingway gives the nun, Sister Cecilia, the
Spanish spelling. The popular English spelling is "Cecelia".
The Spanish words in Anglo-American literature take many shapes
and forms according to the author, the author's fluency with Spanish, the
character and usage of the word. With Hemingway who was so knowledgeable about the Spanish language and culture, there can be many
meanings and interpretations. Missing from many Spanish words in
Anglo-American literature are the cultural nuances, innuendoes and
inflections. The italics, the upside down exclamation and interrogation
signs add to the Spanish: lA poco no? iQue val Without italics, the words
become assimilated into the English text. What a difference Calaveras
could have made for a young child, had it been Calaveras.
II
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Steinbeck
In Tortilla Flat, California writer John Steinbeck wrote one of the first
major novels about Mexican Americans. While many in the mainstream
culture praised this as a positive portrayal of Mexican Americans, most
Mexican Americans have often wondered about the meaning of Tortilla
Flat 'Flat as a tortilla" is an old Anglo-American proverb. The word is
almost comical in the short context ofthe title. The Spanish words used in
this novel are badly misspelled The mannerisms of the Mexican Americans are greatly exaggerated to exhibit a slow, indolent life style. Because
the novel was well received for its (questionable) humor, the second edition carried a foreword by ]ohn Steinbeck in which he explains his true
intentions and how he was misinterpreted. His humor was unintentional. Tortilla Flat produced laughter throughout the country, Mexican
Americans were offended, and Steinbeck failed miserably in trying to
explain away the humor and insults most people read in the novel.
The words of Chicano essayist Francisco A. Riosin Rocard's book are to
the point in judging Steinbecl(s work: ~~ . .. to sentimentalize about
people in poverty, to give them exaggerated speech and manners is not to
praise them; especially when these same people are also portrayed as a
drunken lot, inundated in cheap wine, sleeping in ditches, fighting fm; the
enjoyment of it, stealing at every turn, and living in rampant promiscuity." (p. 58)
Other 20th century Anglo-American southwestern ~riters with more
knowledge and awareness of the culture and Spanish language contributed greatly in presenting a more realistic and less biased picture of
Mexicanos, Chicanos, and their language. Among those who stand out is
]. Frank Dolbie of Texas, whose prolific stories, essays, and newspaper
and magazine articles on the culture and folklore of Texas encompassed
the Spanish language. In ''A Vaquero of the Brush Country Etymology,"
published in 1929, Dolbie writes of the etymology of various cowboy
terms and explains other less known terms such as senderos (clearing
paths in the brush country), potros (mares), manada (herd), and mangana
(lasso). He condemns the "idiotic redundancy of Rio Grande River" that
one editor of his book had committed. His resource for this invaluable
information is taken from John Young, who was born in 1856 and recalled
the early days when the more common word was "Vaquero," not
"cowboy."
1

Anglo-American Writers with Spanish Aliases
During the mid 2Oth century, Anglo-American literature comes closer
to the reality of the Mexican American culture and language. For
example, sometime during the 40s, Chester Seltzer, a young journalist
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from a well-to-do family in Ohio, settles in El Paso, T~xas, and marries
Amada Muro, a Mexican American woman. He takes her name as a pen
name, Amado Muro, complete with a Mexican past, and writes short
stories about the barrio and the culture. Chester Seltzer was a good man,
born into the lap of luxury. He forsook wealth, preferring to rub elbows
with the poor and downcast, even to the point of taking their name.
The stories rang true to many people and fooled them into believing
Amado Muro was a real Mexican American writer. However, the stories
are not altogether convincing especially to those familiar with the culture and the area where some of the stories take place. The use of Spanish
is good but the cultural nuances are at times off.
Daniel James is another writer who took a name not his own. His pen
name is Danny Santiago. He had already mastered the art of writing, the
Spanish language, and Mexican American culture in Los Angeles, California, when he wrote Famous All Over Town (1983), about a young
Chicano who writes his name in graffiti, all over town. The book was well
reviewed throughout the country, and soon Danny Santiago was
revealed as Daniel James.
Amado Muro and Danny Santiago, alias Chester Seltzer and Daniel
James, were two of the most well received ''Mexican American" writers
during the times when real Chicano writers were having a hard time getting published. The ethics of these impositions by non-Chicano writers
and the publishers is questionable, and the question opens the door to
the present time an~ the future of Spanish language terms and culture in
Anglo-American literature. Neither of them were part of the Chicano
literary circle of writers.
Tomas Rivera is perhaps the most renowned and earliest Chicano
writer with his seminal novel, Y nose lo trago Ia tierra (AndtheEarthDidNot
Part). Ron Arias wrote The Road to Tamazunchale, the name is taken from a
small town in Mexico and is a play on words, because it also means
"Thomas and Charlie." Rudy Anaya wrote Bless Me, Ultima. The titles are
bilingual and the stories are filled with Spanish words. Miguel Mendez's
Pilgrims of Aztlizn introduced the word "Aztlan," a Nahuatl word, into the
Chicano literary and cultural lexicon to signify that the U.S. Southwest
was once part of Mexico, where the once-nomadic Aztecs originated.
A contemporary Anglo-American writer of Spanish and English prose
has received critical acclaim from both Anglo-Americans and Latin
Americans. Jim Sagel, originally from Colorado, married Teresa
Archuleta, a Chicana artist and weaver in Northern New Mexico. As a
teacher, Sagel married into a New Mexican family and culture. He picked
up the language and customs, and began writing what he heard and saw
around him. His New Mexican style of Spanish prose was so authentic
that many believed his last name to be Spanish, pronounced Saw-geljust another Chicano writer. In 1988 he won the Casa de Las Americas

31

literary prize for his collection of short stories entitled "Tunomas Honey,"
the title itself is a bilingualism composed of three words, the first two in
Spanish becoming one. The differences between Sagel and Muro and
James are that Sagel never found it necessary to secretly use a Spanish
pen name and that Sagel is generally accepted as part of the Chicano
literary circle of writers. His prose and dialogue, filled with Spanish
terms, are authentic. An interesting aspect is his use of 16th century
Spanish words that are still heard every day in Northern New Mexico.
Because New Mexico remained isolated after the conquest, the Spanish
language did not evolve as it did in Mexico and along the border. One
such word in the short story "Tunomas Honey'' is maturanga, spelled
"maturranga" in Spanish dictionaries and meaning "trickery''. In the story
it is used as a ''ball of nerves" that Tunomas Honey sought to massage
awayfromwomen. Thewordisnotknowntobeusedinotherpartsofthe
Southwestern United States. Jim Sagel translates his own stories and
utilizes even moreancientwordslike mirar (to see) andmunchaformucha
(much). The character names are uniquely New Mexican: Onesimo,
Filogonio, Facundo, Eliud, Urban, and others.
Sagel's use of more Spanish words than other writers is natural considering that his life experience since marrying is totally bilingual and
bicultural.
The number of Anglo-American writers utilizing Spanish words since
1940 has grown considerably. To name just a few: Paul Horgan, Harvey
Fergusson, William Cox, Jane Barry, Tom Lea, Frank Bonham, Ray Bradbury, Joseph Wambaugh, Frank Waters, Richard Dokey, and Norman
Mailer.
The Chicano movement from the mid-60s through the early 70s gave
birth to a different type of literature in the United States. It was a literature that spanned the entire spectrum from pure English to pure Spanish.
There was Tomas Rivera's novel Y nose lo tragb Ia tierra in Spanish crossing
over to Rudolfo A. Anaya's Bless Me, Ultima in English. Between those two
languages, there was a literature that at times contained a combination of
English and Spanish words plus a mixture of Calo, the Chicano dialect
that is also known as "Tex-Mex'' or "Spanglish". If that was not enough,
the Chicano literary movement resurrected the study and appreciation of
its indigenous ancestry and the Nahuatl language. Tonatiuh Publications, Maiz Publications, Floricanto, Quinto Sol are among the small
presses that carry either Nahuatl or Spanish in their names.
Spanish words in Anglo-American literature are common today and
spill over into everyday usage: Adios, manana, hombre, jefe are but a few
terms. Some are misused or given different meanings. Macho is such a
word, having a more negative connotation in some areas in contemporary U.S. than in its Spanish meaning.
The Spanish words and Southwestern and Mexican cultural enhance-
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ment (not cultural baggage) are evidence that Chicano literature does tie
into Anglo-American literature.
My personal belief is that culturally speaking, a Chicano writer is also
an Anglo-American writer. During a trip to Mexico City, a group of
Chicano writers, including Rolando Hinojosa Smith and myself, were
interviewed on a radio program. I was asked, "Excuse me, but do you
write as a Mexicanoorwhat?"The interviewer's last word hung in an air
of innocent ignorance. I had almost anticipated that question, and so I
immediately answered, "I write like a Mexicano and I write like a Gringo.
I am as much a Gringo as I am a Mexicano. I recognize that I have as much
of the Anglo-American as I do of the Mexicano, perhaps more because I
am biculturaL bilingual and I was primarily educated in the United States
of America."
In the end, there is no end, because the use of Spanish within AngloAmerican literature continues to evolve. In this age of diversity and cultural pluralism, of the great Latin American litemture, Chicano literature
is a bridge, a connection between two languages, two worlds within one
universe. Barriers continue to exist but they are not insurmountable.
There exists a transculturation, a two-way assimilation, an evolution
between two languages, Spanish and English. The flexibility and extension of these two idioms will continue to grow and enrich el arte de la
literatura y la humandidad.

Notes
1 Three invaluable resources for this essay have been Cecil Robinson's Mexico
and the Hispanic Southwest in American Literature, "University of Arizona Press,
1977; Marcienne Rocard's The Children of The Sun, University of Arizona Press,
1989; and No Short Journeys, Cecil Robinson, University of Arizona press, 1992. I
recommend these three highly readable and outstanding scholarly works to
those who would like more detailed information.
2
New York Review of Books, August 31, 1972.

33

Stereotypes about
Mexican Americans

E. Lou Carranza

A

TTEMPTS by investigators to measure the extent of stereotypic
attitudes toward Mexican Americans or Hispanics have often
taken the form of scales composed of statements containing stereotypes,
both positive and negative. Varying definitions of "stereotype" have been
used in these studies, but generally the term has been taken to denote an
exaggerated, somewhat inflexible belief usually associated with a
category of a national, racial or ethnic group. Scholars agree that
stereotypes are based on a fixed mental image of a group or class and
indiscriminantly applied to all members of that category with no attempt
to test the preconceptions against reality.
Both the literature and general understanding depict the stereotype as
a villain in communication, a point upheld, for example, by Goldberg's
comment, "the stereotype is in disrepute." (1986, p. 14) Hayakawa
pointed out the dangers of stereotypes when they govern our thinking,
writing, and behavior: 'The danger of stereotypes lies not in their existence, but in the fact that they become for all people some of the time and
for some people all of the time substitutes for observation." (1950, p. 209)
And not only do they appear in the expected racial or religious contexts
but they appear with great regularity in gender, age, occupational, and
geographical frames of reference as well. The problem is that, "Every culture is rich with them, and popular humor, cartoons and comic strips, and
moving pictures play endlessly upon the stereotypes existing in the
public mind." (Hayakawa, 1950, p. 208)
Extended discussion of the appropriateness of various definitions of
stereotypes or of the social and psychological difficulties that arise from
stereotyping would take us far afield from the purpose of this more
modest study. A similar caveat governs the references to prior investigations, since this essay offers only a small sample of scale development
focusing in some way on Mexican Americans in order to show that there
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is ongoing investigator interest in stereotypes about Mexican
Americans. 1
The present study has this aim: to report student attribution of traits to
Mexican Americans as a step toward the development of a scale that can
be used to measure attitudes toward Mexican Americans in future
investigations. Nevertheless, it is important to recognize previous efforts
to indicate the ground from whence the present study springs; for this
line of research stretches back six decades, to Katz and Braly (1933) and
before them to Thurstone and Chave (1929) and Thurstone (1927).
Other investigators who have either developed scales related to
Mexican Americans or whose work is pertinent to scale construction
should be acknowledged to delineate the scope of research interests in
this area. Jackson (1974) developed a Mexican American Cultural Attitude Inventory (MACA!), which consists of 25 items that measure attitude along two dimensions: good/bad and familiar/unfamiliar:
Both the good/bad dimension (emotional response) and the
familiar/unfamiliar dimension (cognitive response) yield
scores relevant to the evaluation of bilingual and cultural
enrichment programs involving students in fourth grade and
above and to research into the development and nature of cultural attitudes. (p. 3)
Franco (1983) constructed an Acculturation Scale for Mexican American
Children of ten items on which the subjects received ratings by adults.
Cuellar, Harris, and Jasso (1980) developed An Accultural Scale for
Mexican-American Normal and Clinical Populations.
More recently, Schon, Hopkins, and Vojir (1982) developed the
Perceptions of Mexican-American Scale (PMAS), a scale of 24 items with
statements such as: "most Mexican-Americans are ... honest people ...
easy to like ... slow and dull ... very superstitious ... very lazy ... not
very clean." Martinez, Norman, and Delaney (1984) constructed the
Hispanic Background Scale, "useful in identifying Hispanic accultural
level:' (p. 103) Lara-Cantu (1989) reported a sex role inventory, The
Masculine-Feminine Personality Trait Scale ... based on Bern's Sex Role
Inventory and using Mexican Sex Role stereotypes: The ''Machismo" and
the "self-sacrificing woman" syndromes. The instrument includes four
scales, Assertive Masculinity, Affective Femininity, Aggressive
Masculinity, and Submissive Femininity. (p. 386) Carranza (1992)
developed a Scale for the Measurement of Attitude toward Chicanos
(SMAC). The Carranza scale makes use of stereotypes about Mexican
Americans expressed in nonmonotone statements which were collected,
sorted, and assessed by judges according to criteria and procedures
developed by Thurstone and Chave (1929) for equal-appearing interval
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scales. The desired outcome in scale construction by the aforementioned
method is approximately 20 statements whose scale values are relatively
equally spaced on the psychological continuum from favorable to
unfavorable attitudes. 2
This study, then, follows the thrust of investigators whose research has
formed the basis for construction and development of scales that
measure stereotypic attitudes toward Mexican Americans.
Method and Subjeds
The present study identified the stereotypic traits which students considered most characteristic of Mexican Americans as group. As in a
study by Katz and Braly (1933), students were asked to select the traits
from a previously prepared list of adjectives to which they could add, if
the list did not contain the words that they thought applied. A total of 70
university students participated in this study. There were 50 females and
20 males. Of the total, 36 were less than 25 years of age; 20 were 25 to 34
years old; and 14 were more than 35.
Ethnic group identification revealed that 46 of the respondents
selected the non-Hispanic White or Anglo category (65.7°/o). Next in
decreasing order were the Asian/Pacific Islander group with 10 (14.3o/o),
then 4 (5.7o/o) Mexican American, and 5 (7.1°/o) African American. The
remaining 5 (7.1 °,b) selected the category "Other'' listing such ethnic
identification as Native American, Irish-American, Spanish-Irish, Italian,
and Salvadoran.

a

Instrument
The instrument consisted of three sections. The first requested
information about gender, cultural background, age group, and class
standing. The second included instructions and a list of words or traits.
The original list consisted of 84 adjectives used by Katz and Braly (1933).
This list was supplemented by the investigator's additions for a total of
104 traits. The students were allowed to supplement the list with other
adjectives that they thought necessary for an adequate description of
Mexican Americans. The third section consisted of two tasks described
below.
Procedures

After distribution of a letter to students requesting their voluntary,
anonymous participation-a requirement of the university's Human
Subjects Committee-they were given a copy of the instrument. The
investigator read the instructions written on each copy of the instrument
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to all respondents.
First, students were asked to select words from the following list. The
instructions read in part:
Read through the list of words ... and select those which seem
to you typical of Mexican Americans. Write as many of these
words in the space provided ... as you think are necessary to
characterize these people accurately. If you do not find appropriate words ... for all the typical Mexican American characteristics, you may add those which you think necessary for an
adequate description. (Twelve traits, marked by asterisks
below, were added by students.)
intelligent
brilliant
scientifically-minded
witty
sophisticated
alert
shrewd
sly
meditative
imaginative
stupid
ignorant
superstitious
naive
industrious
Jazy
honest
deceitful
unreliable
evasive
faithful
treacherous
cowardly
cruel
kind
generous
grasping
mercenary
materialistic
revengeful
quarrelsome
gluttonous
pugnacious
aggressive
conceited
boastful
ambitious
ostentatious
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individualistic
talkative
loud
rude
sentimental
dignified·
vigorous
disorganized
nice
reasonable
present-oriented
defy authority
dumb
suave
courteous
conventional
argumentative
straightforward
slovenly
suspicious
reserved
quiet
stolid
ponderous
stubborn
impulsive
quick-tempered
suggestible
passionate
sensual
pleasure-loving
jovial
happy-go-lucky
humorless
sensitive
methodical
neat
persistent
imitative
frivolous
gregarious
practical
progressive
conservative
musical
artistic
sportsmanlike
tradition-loving
efficient
very religious
extremely nationalistic
physically dirty
loyal to family ties
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arrogant
radical
organized
trusting
unrealistic
respectful
unreasonable
tactful
courageous
hostile
inarticulate
*alcoholic
•careless
*chauvinistic
,ealous
"laidback
"low rider
•macho
*past-oriented
*poor
•serene
~~~uneducated

"'virile

Second, after the students selected words from the list, they were
instructed to mark the eight words in their selections that seemed to be
"the most typical of Mexican Americans as an ethnic group."
Results
Table 1 displays the ranked frequencies and percentages for a sample
of traits attributed to Mexican Americans selected by students as typical
of the group. The sample comprises traits that achieved a frequency of 25
per cent or above.
The remaining traits achieved attribution percentages of less than 25
per cent. Among the words chosen only once or not at all were
"treacherous," #sophisticated," "methodical," "frivolous," "humorless,"
"efficient," ''brilliant," "neat," and "scientifically-minded."
Table 2 presents the 16 characteristics most frequently attributed to
Mexican Americans when the subjects were asked to recheck the eight
they considered most typical.
Clearly '1oyal to family ties" and "very religious" stand out among the
traits attributed to Mexican Americans. In addition to these, four other
descriptors could be interpreted as positive ("friendly," "kind," "musical,"
"artistic"). The remaining descriptors can be considered as negative in
connotative meaning or approaching the negative, depending on the
context ("tradition-loving," '1azy," "passionate," "unreliable," "talkative,"
'1oud," "ignorant," "'ostentatious," "superstitious").
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Tabla 1.

Ranked Froquoncios and Porcontagos of Traits Attributed
to Mexican Americans by Students

Trait
very religious
loyal to family ties
lazy
tradition-loving
quick-tempered
unreliable
ignorant
loud
showy
aggressive
friendly
kind
talkative
faithful
passionate
generous
musical
sentimental
superstitious
artistic
quarrelsome
sly
nice
stubborn
stupid

Frequency
(n = 70)
60
59
45
44
39
27
26
25
25
24
24
24
23
22
22
21
21
21
21
20
19
19
18
18
18

Percentage

85.7
84.3
64.3
62.9
55.7
38.8
37.2
35.7
35.7
34.2
34.2
34.2
32.8
31.5
31.5
30.0
30.0
30.0
30.0
28.6
27.1
27.1
25.7
25.7
25.7

Table 3 lists the least number of traits which were required to achieve
50 per cent of the selections by the sample of students and a number of
sub-groups.
A total of 560 (70 x 8) choices or selections for the most typical traits
was possible for the entire sample. The number of choices differs for each
sub-sample: for males 160 (20 x 8) choices, for females 400 (50 x 8)
choices, for the Anglo group 368 (46 x 8) choices, and for the non-Anglo
groups 192 (24 x 8) choices.
For the sample, only 11.6 traits are required to account for 50 per cent
of the total selection of most typical attributions. Similar small numbers of
traits were recorded for the other groups with the female group having
the least number of traits (9.6) and the male group having the most
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Table 2.

Ranked Frequencies and Percentages of the Most Typical
Traits Attributed to Mexican Americans by Students

Frequency

Percentage

(n = 70)

Trait

loyal to family ties

53

75.7

very religious

53

75.7

tradition-loving

35

50.0

lazy

32

45.7

quick-tempered

25

37.1

friendly

15

21.4

passionate

13

18.6

unreliable

13

18.6

kind

12

17.1

talkative

12

17.1

loud

11

15.7

artistic

10

14.3

ignorant

10

14.3

musical

10

14.3

showy

10

14.3

superstitious

10

14.3

Table 3

The Least Number of Traits Calculated to Xnclude 50 Per
Cent of the Possible Selections for Selected Groups

Group

the sample (70)
female (50)

Number of Traits Required

11.6

9.6

male (20)

12.0

non-Anglo (24)

10.8

Anglo (46)

11.3
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number of traits (12.0). Assuming that the smaller the number of traits,
the more agreement among the students, then the most definite picture is
that of the female group; least definite-the male group.
What makes stereotypes not only villainous but formidable is that they
are ubiquitous. Given the apparent enduring quality, tenacious hold, and
widespread use of ethnic stereotypes about Mexican Americans, the
development and use of reliable and valid scales that incorporate such
current beliefs will reveal more clearly for investigators the underlying
attitudes toward Mexican Americans.

Notes
1
This essay does not provide a comprehensive list of investigators who have
developed scales that measure stereotypic trait attributions to Mexican Americans as a group, and perhaps the time has come for someone to collect and classify
such scales along the lines of Shaw and Wright (1967).
2
For a recent application of one version of SMAC, see Carranza and Locci
1990.
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To Sit with Shakespeare

David Gonzales

W

HH..E preparing for the Graduate Record Exam in English Literature, a test that is required before one may enter graduate school,
I was struck by the number of questions that dealt with British and not
American literature. Hey," I wondered, hadn't a war been fought more
than 200 years ago to gain an unfettered independence from England?
Why still the preoccupation with its literature?"
Then another thought entered my mind: though nearly two-fifths of
present-day United States had once belonged to Mexico, rarely, if ever,
was any of the literature that was present at the time of the U.S. invasion
in 1848 studied in an American classroom This even though there was
much to learn from, in both style and substance.
When the Spanish came to the New World in the 16th century, they
brought with them the ait and literature of the renaissance that had
emanated from Italy; thus, the Mexican was born at a time when Spanish
thought had already reached a magnificent peak.
When the first poets of the Americas wrote of the beauty and wonder of
the world that surrounded them, they wrote in an advanced fashion
modeled after their European teachers. Absent were the timid markings
that usually accompany a nascent literature; in its place was a highly
sophisticated style of prose.
Yet how many Americans have heard of, much less read, the works of
the seminal poet Bernardo de Balbuena, who is generally considered the
first masterful poet to sing of the American? His 'The Grandeur of
Mexico," written in 1604, is a celebration of the capital of New Spain. It
could be included in any American classroom, and much could be
learned from it His praise of the city and of its society is also the story of
the visceral passions that accompanied its building: the ambitions, the
insatiable thirst for glory and gold. liThe Grandeur of Mexico" can be
read, and studied, as a microcosm of all of man's goodness, and of his
proclivity towards evil
Or what of Sor Juana de Ia Cruz, who is recognized as one of the great
Mexican poets of the 17th century? Born in 1651, she became an un at 18,
11
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and her thirst for knowledge led her to literature, music, science, and
other scholarly endeavors. Forced to defend her worldly propensity for
learning, she replied with her famous "Repuesta a Sor Filotea de Ia Cruz,"
[reply to Sister Filotea) a document that is recognized as one of the most
important in the annals of Hispanic thought, and in that of the intellectual liberty of women.
Above all, Sor Juana was a poet: her "Primero Sueno" [First Dream] is
an introspective vision that paints a dream of unversal knowledge and of
being. It too could be studied in any American classroom, and, again,
much could be learned from it.
Yet instead of granting even a complimentary nod toward these great
writers, and others like them-Juan Tablada, the poet who introduced the
Haiku to Mexican poetry, quickly comes to mind-we concentrate on the
literature of England.
Please take note, however, that this brief essay is not intended as a
criticism of the accomplishments of British writers and thinkers. I doubt
that anyone could seriously not recommend the writings of William
Shakespeare, Samuel Johnson, John Stuart MilL and other great British
authors. Still, I believe that the literature which was already here in the
Americas of New Spain, a literature that was vibrant and flourishing,
should also be included in the American curriculum. Why not study
both?
Writing in an essay published in 1906, W. E. B. DuBois, the great Black
American writer and civil rights leader, said that he envisioned the day
when a person of color would say, '1 sit with Shakespeare, and he does
not wince." Perhaps, right now, above us, Sor Juana sits with
Shakespeare, and he does not wince.
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That Was Living

Kathleen Ann Gonzalez

M

Y father used to tell stories of his childhood that absolutely
fascinated me. He grew up in the Depression, and kids back then
had to think of free ways to have fun, things that didn't require toys or
special equipment or admission costs. Modem kids like me didn't know
how to have real fun because we needed money to have it. We needed
other things to entertain us. Not so my Dad.
Picture San Jose when Stevens Creek Boulevard was still a blacktopped road. Orchards didn't just dot the landscape, they dominated it.
The miles of rich, black Santa Clara Valley soil outnumbered the few
miles of concrete and asphalt, and evel}'one's backyard gardens
flourished gloriously under the clear, unblemished sky. Little Santa Clara
was still a sleepy town-unless you were little Gilbert and his brother and
cousins striving to wake up the streets.
The kids all called Gilbert Four Eyes. Because he wore glasses? No.
Because Gilbert's pants had holes in the knees that looked like eyes
looking back Or if you counted the holes in his seat, you would have to
call him Six Eyes. Everyone had a nickname in those days. Cousin
Joaquin was Chapolin-the grasshopper-because he couldn't walk anywhere,hehadtoskip.AndAngelowasknownasNinnybottlebecauseby
age five you could still see him playing in the streets with the big rubber
nipple of his baby bottle between his lips. They all called cousin Arthur
01' Batatabloomers like a sweet potato because he had the baggiest
drawers of the bunch. Nor were the girls exempt from such verbal
shenanigans. Cousin Teresa went by Pinocchio since she had the bad
habit of pulling on the end of her nose. Poor Maria Louisa caught the derision of her cousins by gossiping too often. Moscamuerta-the Dead Flywas her curse.
Yet the saddest fate must have belonged to little moon-faced Carlos. He
had the darkest complexion of the cousins and the sweetest disposition of
all. One day Angelo, equipped with ninnybottle, was playing in the yard
when the Devil jumped on his shoulder and tickled his ear. Looking over
at Carlos, Angelo couldn't help shouting, "Chocolate bar! Chocolate bar!"
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For Carlos, this was devastation. He froze, and huge, glistening tears wept
from his black eyes as he looked at his cousin. The other kids gathered
round to join in the chant. "Chocolate bar!" "Carlos is a chocolate bar!"
How heartless kids can be. But it was later, after World War II when Carlos
was dying of cancer that Angelo stood steadfastly by his side and would
not leave him. Carlos would not utter a single epithet throughout his
painful dying; Angelo always said, ''That's the mark of a true
gentleman."
Of course, adults were not exempt from this nickname game. Tio Pepe,
better know asPiez de Tab las or Flatfoot, had worked for years in the boiler
room of the Pratt-Low Cannery to earn his name. Even Gilbert's Papa had
a nickname- Pintalscho or the Painted One, because his run-in with small
pox left scars like paint marks all over his face. We've come so far since
then. Nowadays, kids only have to worry about acne. Gilbert knew better
than to call his papa anything but Sir." Some of the cousins, however,
were not so respectful (or maybe they just ran faster). Uncle Frank, orTio
Paco, who smoked that bitter Tuxedo-brand tobacco, was taunted with
the epithetPacoRetaco. Maybehewasn'treally"shaped like a taco," but his
broken leg from his Pratt-Low days kept him from catching up with his
abusers.
But is it abuse or fun? In fun, the kids could be so irreverent, too. My
dad tells of a humid summer evening when he and Joaquin were
wandering around downtown Santa Clara and got themselves into
mischief. Santa Clara evenings are so beautiful-the earth keeps its
warmth from soaking up the daylight sunshine, and it is a delight to feel
the toasty dirt under one's feet. A little breeze wafts down off the
Almaden foothills and ruffles the leaves on the big walnut trees. This is
how I recall summer as a child, when it's so tempting to stroll along the
streets of the neighborhood, so I can picture Gilbert and Joaquin
wandering down Franklin Street by Santa Clara University just looking
for something to do.
That night there happened to be a congregation of evangelists meeting
to hear the stump speaker. They had gathered in a dusty brown tent in the
dirt lot downtown by the post office on the comer of Monroe and
Franklin. The piano clanged and the preacher bellowed. The followers
rolled on the swept dirt floor in the ecstacy of their faith. As Gilbert and he
shuffled along kicking their shoes in the earth, Joaquin spotted a shininess in the weeds of the empty lot and stooped to pick up the broken
knife. Mischief gleamed in his childish eye. He and Gilbert stealthily crept
closer to the Holy Rollers's tent, keeping their footsteps to a silent patter,
until they reached its side. Fwack, Fwack. The ropes snapped apart, the
tent collapsing in a heap over its inhabitants. "Praises be!" cried the folks
from the floor. The piano continued to bang as two guilty cousins ran all
the way home to Lewis Street
11
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Gilbert and Joaquin could always forget their misdeeds by committing
more the next day. They might play at 'The Pit." They might make rubber
guns. Or they might have weed wars with the Portuguese kids on the next
street
''Mama, Fred and I are going to play at The Pit," Gilbert would cry as the
two of them slid out the back door hiding the mischievous grins on their
faces.
'~11 right, boys. Alfredo, you watch after your little brother."
Out at The Pit, the boys would have a field day scurrying through the
wreckage looking for broken wheels and skates, ball bearings,
innertubes, bottle tops, and anything else fanciful or useful for their wild
imaginations. The rats scurried through the wreckage, too, but with the
different plan of hiding from young boys with good aim.
The Pit Needless to say, Mama didn't know that The Pit was the secret
code name for the city dump. When Papa came home from work and
asked where the boys were, he didn't expect to hear The Pit either, but he
could decipher the inexpert code name and know Fred and Gilbert's
secret. Off he marched to drag the boys home.
Papa made another famous march one time at the old swimming hole.
Little Gilbert and Fred wheeled out their one rickety bike, Fred pumping
Gilbert on the handlebars. It was much harder to peddle on those dirt
lanes and blacktops, but I suppose there was less traffic for the bikers to
fear. They traveled down Trimble Road. Back then, Trimble was one
lonely lane that led to the next sleepy town called Milpitas. You wouldn't
recognize Trimble now as Montague Expressway. The boys had
wheedled a package of weenies from Mama-it was their tum to bring
them-and the Portuguese boys brought summer squash and horse
beans from their backyard gardens. Once at the creek bed, they made a
bonfire, wet the food, and buried it in the ashes to fix themselves a true
tramp-style meal while they swam in the water hole.
Now, as I've said, this was the Depression. Only rich kids had money
for swimming trunks, and Mama better not catch her kids cutting the legs
off their trousers, even if there were holes in the knees. What else could
Gilbert and Fred do but join the others skinny-dipping?
Just picture the bright sun sifting cozily down through the trees, creating shadow patterns on the creek bed The boys recline around the
burning logs, accidentally dropping weenies in the fire from time to time,
digging squash from the ashes to then toss from palm to palm while it
cooled. A near pastoral perfection.
Suddenly, silence broken by a piercing whistle. I can even hear that
whistle in my head because my father used it to call my brothers and me
when we were children. Gilbert and Fred froze because they knew it
meant only one thing: Papa.
There stood Papa on the bridge above them. There stood Papa viewing
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them in the buff. There stood Papa giving them The Look. Papa
disappeared. The boys dressed as fast as they could, pulled the clothes
over their still-wet bodies, and hopped on their one bike to pedal at
breakneck speed down Trimble Road to home.
"Don't ever swim there again," said Papa in that even, calm voice that
struck worse fear than a bellowing threat.
Gilbert always wondered why Papa never said any more to them about
the water hole after that day, why they never got a thrashing. But they
knew they had done wrong.
The days spent with the Portuguese kids weren't always so pastoral
and peaceful, though. At other times a bitter rivalry caused war, battle
front, and artillery. Then there were rubber guns.
My dad made these simple wooden toys for me when I was a kid, and I
thought them better than any of the fancy plastic pop-guns or space ray
guns. With a rubber gun, I could be on even par with my bigger, older
brothers because I was the feline, stealthy little sister who could use
guerrilla tactics. But back in Dad's childhood memory, those rubber guns
meant serious playing and a means of survival.
A rubber gun consisted of a chunk of wood cut in the shape of a gunusually a handgun or rifle, a clothespin snitched from Mama's line, and
cut strips of inner tubes from The Pit or the one bicycle. The inner tube
bands were stretched from the nose of the gun to the clothespin at the
back, which acted as the trigger. Joaquin, one of the more ingenious
cousins, had fashioned a machine gun by adding a wooden wheel to his
rifle with a volley of 25 clothespins. He had the further advantage of confounding his enemy should his gun fall into their hands because they
wouldn't know the sequence to shoot the bands in and would instead
shoot themselves. Another of the boys had discovered that knotting the
inner tube in the middle made his shot go further and harder, leaving a
swollen scarlet welt on its target's arm.
The kids would hide behind the cars, garbage cans, or whitewashed
fences and aim at their rivals. All of the families on Monroe Street were
Spanish or Mexican, but if the cousins crept one block over out of their
territory onto Lewis, they entered the street of the Portuguese. Gilbert's
family was the only Spanish one on the block. Perhaps without understanding their own feelings, the cousins saw this one difference as reason
enough for battle.
If rubber guns didn't work or if the kids couldn't find discarded inner
tubes that week, they could always resort to using weed bombs. Weeds
were plentiful and free and fast and easy to fashion into potent weapons.
Just pull up a handful of weeds with a good-sized hunk of dirt on the
bottom, soak the dirt in some gutter water to make it extra sticky and wet,
add a hefty rock to be particularly nasty, pack the dirt bomb into a solid
sphere, and chuck it at full speed at el loco across the street. The weeds
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make a wonderful comet tail at the back to direct your aim and accelerate
the bomb.
little Four Eyes squatted behind the walnut tree on the comer. From
the comer of his eye he spied a movement across the street on Lewis
Street. Four Eyes turned his head and motioned over his shoulder to
Ninnybottle, '1'here's the enemy!" The two of them gathered forces,
pulled together their stockpile of rocks and weeds, and conferred on how
best to attack. The enemy hadn't realized he'd been spotted. Ninnybottle
fired first, fwoosh, getting gutter water all over his hand-me-down shirt
and down his arm in the process. ''Rats," he muttered. But the shot had
struck its mark. The enemy was hit! Up he stood, spatteredmudand grass
dripping down the side of his face. ''Papa's gonna get you!" yelled Fred
across the street to Gilbert as he wiped his cheek with his sleeve.
Ninnybottle and Four Eyes just giggled as they slunk off to gloat over
their victory.
Angelo and Gilbert often paired together-or were paired together by
the others-because they were the two littlest of the cousins. But they
were happy to stick together, even when victimized, because it was better
than being a single victim. In fact, whenever the cousins played '1'arzan,
King of the Jungle," Gilbert and Angelo were always duped.
In the empty lot behind the Trinity Church on Monroe and Liberty
stood two ancient fig trees. Their limbs were gnarled and tangled in
muscular contortions, their leaves and branches twined in and about each
other to form an endless, answerlesslabyrinth. Most of the kids knew just
how to crawl among the puzzle to find their way in and out But there
were penalties for those who were not so smart.
This was the war between the Warriors and the Peasants in the great
Tarzan trees. Of course, it was also the war between the Big and the Little.
Angelo and Gilbert were the little, the Peasants. All the others were the
Big. If the Big decided the little were being mean to them-and this was a
totally arbitrary decision based on whether or not they felt mean-they
could sentence the Uttle to a stay in the hoosegow where the leaves and
branches and limbs wove so tightly together so as to form an inescapable
deep cell from which the Uttle could not escape, being too short.
'1'hat Arthur, he's so mean," grumbled Gilbert from inside their tree
prison. "We've gotta go see the new Tarzan movie next Saturday and find
out how he gets even."
'1 just wish I could call the animals to help us," said Angelo. ''Where's
Cheeta when you need him?"
The only way they could escape the dungeon was to give their captors
the secret password: "A gotcha boom ba oh beedy um" But do you think
Gilbert could remember this?
"A gotcha." "A bootcha." "A botcha goom."
''Rats."
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I wonder if thaf s why Angelo developed a photographic memory later
in life?
So Gilbert and Angelo and Fred and all the cousins would find a way to
get to the movies on Saturday so they could cheer their heroes Tarzan or
the Lone Ranger. The movies were only ten cents then, but in those poor
days that was a nearly impossible amount to gather. The cousins couldn't
let down their heroes by not going to the movies. Where there's a will,
there's a way.
The "way'' was through Pepsi-Cola, an upstart company at that time.
Five Pepsi bottletopsand a penny would get Gilbert into the show where
he could cheer Tom Mix or Buck Rogers, laugh with Spanky or Groucho,
or yell along with Tarzan. Gilbert and Fred arranged with all the local gas
stations and Ma and Pa groceries to clean out their pop machines and
collect all the bottletops.
Of course, since Pepsi-Cola was just a baby, not many people bought
that soda at that time. This left the boys with bags of extra bottletops after
they had collected all the Pepsi ones. What to do? Well, why not pave the
backyard walkway! Just what I would have thought of. The walkway
became a steady chore for the boys. From the back stoop, past the walnut
tree, by the tool shed, to the vegetable garden, Gilbert and Fred would
smack the bottletops into the soft soil Tum one over, heft the wooden
mallet, and tap, tap. Take another, tap, tap. The job never ended because
once the first layer settled deeper in the dirt, another layer had to be
added. Wooden mallet, tap, tap.
Even with all the hard work and poverty, I envy the children of my
dad's generation because they had opportunities I will never have. That's
a switch-people usually think that my generation has more opportunities since we have computers and TV and pavement. But I disagree. I
look back at little Gilbert and Fred and wish I could have swum in the
creeks when they still consisted of water instead of rocks. I wish I could
have looked forward for months to the traveling Ringling Brothers
instead of being bored by having too many entertainments to choose
from. And, most of all, I wish I could have pulled mounds of dripping
vermillion watermelon in my little red wagon back from the pickling
plant to my Santa Clara home. That's why I envy Gilbert most.
Watermelon quenches that summer thirst in the dry heat of Santa
Clara. The Santa Clara Pickling and Preserve Factory stood downtown
beside the Santa Clara Mortuary and behind the CasaGrande Theater.
On Washington between Franklin and Liberty, it was only a few blocks
from Gilberfs home. Those few blocks were a long journey for Four
Eyes's little legs, but it would be worth every mouth-watering bite. The
pickling factory wanted only the rinds, so they threw their unwanted red
hearts in the bin out back. What a field day for los ninos! Fred used to say
that some day when he was rich he would buy himself a whole water-
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melon. But with the melon hearts practically in his backyard, Fred could
live like a king in the middle of the Depression. The king of hearts!
The kids would often tramp down as a group to the pickling factory and
then load up their wagons and tubs and sacks with all the watermelon
they could carry. They would play the child Saint Nick and deliver the
fruit to the relatives that lived all along Monroe Street. Gilbert's Tia
Rosario, Nino Martin and Nina Lola, Piez de Tablas, and Paco Retaco. It
was important that the cousins be nice to Nino Martin because his was the
home where the recalcitrant cousins were sent for "re-education."
Despite the bottletop hunts or the watermelon trips, Gilbert and the
others never knew they were poor. The Depression raged, work was
scarce, and they often had to do without; yet their basic needs were
always met Somehow Mama found a way to make the beans stretch a
little further, and Papa was a wizard at finding a use for every last naiL
scrap of wood, or ounce of human energy. Wasting was simply not
considered.
It wasn't until the cousins went to Fremont Elementary that they
realized they were different from other kids. Many of the little girls had
starched new frocks and Shirley Temple curls. Or the boys would not be
wearing hand-me-downs from previous generations of cousins. Gilbert
realized his own poverty one day when it was time for milk and graham
crackers during recess. Gilbert had no nickel, but he still got his snack.
Someone (his teacher?) was watching out for him.
It's funny for me to think of all the cousins as children running around
the streets of Santa Clara. To me, Monroe was the old part of town where
my greatAuntRoseand Uncle Dort lived. It was the area ofmyrivalhigh
school, first called Santa Clara High and then Buchser Junior High. I can
hardly picture that the house where I grew up in Mariposa Gardens was a
prune orchard on the outskirts of town when my father was growing
up.
I know the cousins as middle-aged people with children my own age
and older. I picture them gathered together at the funeral of Maria Louisa
or at the wedding ofJ oaquin's son, where I have seen them laughing and
reliving the days of their youth, the stories I have just recounted. I
imagine them with their nicknames. I wonder if I will ever have the
chance to relive my own childhood with my youthful friends in this city of
Santa Clara that so swiftly grows and changes and dissipates out to the
hills.
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Interviews with Daniel
Valdez and Luis Valdez

Terry Gross
The interviews were presented on "Fresh Air': PBS station WHYY,
Philadelphia, July 15 and 16, 1987, and are used with permission of WHYY.
First Interview

I

N 1958, a Mexican-American teenager named Ritchie Valens had
three songs on top of the Rock-and-Roll charts: "Come on Let's Go,"
"Donna" and ''La Bamba." "La Bamba" was a popular Latin folk song that
Valens adapted to a Rock-and-Roll beat. Valens grew up in various California migrant labor camps and poor neighborhoods near Los Angeles.
His music brought him and his family out of poverty, but his career was
short-lived. After only eight months in the spotlight, Valens died in a
plane crash, along with Buddy Holly and the Big Bopper. Val ens was one
of the first Chicano Rock-and-Roll stars; after his death he remained a
hero to many young Chicanos.
The life of Ritchie Valens is the subject of a new film called La Bamba. It
stars newcomer Lou Diamond Phillips and was written and directed by
playwright Luis Valdez. Valdez is the founder ofEl Teatro Campesino and
the author of the play Zoot Suit, about Chicano teenagers in the 1940s. Zoot
Suit starred Luis Valdez's younger brother Daniel. Daniel is associate producer of La Bamba and first proposed doing this film 14 years ago. I asked
Luis, then Daniel, about what the song "La Bamba" meant to them:
Luis Valdez: "LaB a mba" especially signalled a tum in Rock-and Roll, and
in a way, a tum in my life. I took that as a sign of hope and inspiration.
Terry Gross: Daniel, youarenine years youngerthanyourbrother. What
was your life like when the Ritchie Val ens hits were on the radio and what
kind of memories do you have of that period?
Daniel Valdez: Well, I was ten years old when Ritchie died, and it was
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really a time forme when I kind of disappeared into the radio, so to speak.
A:nd got lost into the teenage world of Rock-and-Roll. And there's a term
that they used to refer to Ritchie Valens-"late, great Ritchie Valens." You
know I always heard that on the radio: '1-Iere's another hit from the late,
great Ritchie Valens." Outside of the fact that he epitomized what the
whole teenage image of that Rock-and-Roll era was about, you know
there was a myth to Ritchie that stayed there and remains there.
T. G.: As part of your research for the movie, 'you tracked down Ritchie
Valens's family. How did you find them, was it hard to do?
D. V.: Yeah, it was very difficult, I mean it is a little like chasing a shadow.
You know? And it wasn't until actually about 1982,late '82, that I ran into a
series of articles that were printed in that year, that basically covered the
crash and stuff like that. And it was from that I was able to get somewhat of
a family sketch. I found out that his name was Valenzuela, but no mention about the family, where they went, what happened to them. I went
back to Los Angeles at least with a name to try and track back. I knew that
he had gone to Pacoima Junior High because of stuff in the articles, but
what about the people? What happened to the people? And it was in
October, Halloween night of 1983, that I got a phone call from a friend of
mine who was working the concession stand at our theatre in San Juan,
who said, ''You've got to come over here 'cause Ritchie Valens's brother
is standing here." And I said, ''Yeah, sure." And so I went and I met Mario
who is Ritchie Valens's younger brother. And it was from that that I found
out the family lived 16 miles away from where I lived.
T. G.: So they were right under your nose all the time.
D. V.: Exactly, exactly, it was amazing.
T. G.: What was Ritchie Valens's family's reaction to your desire to do a
movie about Ritchie Valens?
D. V.: WelL it was nothing new. They were very skeptical. At the time
when I approached them, we didn't talk about anything specific in terms
of a movie or anything. I just basically told them that I felt it was important to document any kind of background on Ritchie that we could get.
Because he was important to kids. He was certainly important to
Chicanos. But little by little the wall of resistance had to be dealt with, and
it took about a year and a half, just really to feel confident with one
another.
T. G.: Bob, who is the brother that really helped you find out what you
needed to know in order to make the movie, is portrayed in the movie as a
pretty nasty, selfish, violent guy. He's the opposite of Ritchie Valens.
Ritchie Val ens is very nice, very respectfuL veey decent, and his brother is
a petty thief. A kind of an alcoholic who does drugs, abuses women What
did he think of his portrayal in the movie?
Luis Valdez: Well, he let us do that portrayal in the film. Ifs important to
say, I think, that in spite of the fact that we had all these photographs and
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clippings that told the surface of Ritchie Valens's career and the details of
his death, there was very little that was personal. What remained was an
icon, what remained was a saint. That left Bob, Bob was the key. Bob
opened up. I told him "Look, our problem is that we need to understand
Ritchie as a human being. He has to be real." So he began to talk and he
gave us not only an impression of Ritchie, but certainly an impression of
them together as brothers. And an impression of his own role. He was not
sparing in terms of treatment of himself. I think he was harsh. Almost too
harsh really, about himself. In a way he was getting it all out We took a
long walk, to Pacoima and many of the places where they'd played, some
of which are in the movie-these scenes are in the movie. His last run,
you know, towards his mother's house when he hears of Ritchie's death
on the radio. All of that ended with Bob, with tears streaming down his
face, and saying he hadn't cried in 30 years. But that he was glad he had
finally gotten these things out and that he told me.
T. G.: Let's talk about the casting of Ritchie Valens. DanieL you were
initially supposed to play Ritchie Valens, but you were too old by the time
the movie was actually made. The way the movie was actually made, the
actor who plays Ritchie Valens, doesn't do the singing. it's the group Los
Lobos who perform all the music, so it's lip-synch by the actor. Was that
your intention from the start to have the actor just do lip-synching or did
you try to find someone who could sing as well as act?
L. V.: We tried. We arrived after a long process of auditioning. We saw
over 300 young men in Los Angeles alone, another couple of hundred in
Chicago, New York, finally crossed the ''T" nationally, went over to Texas.
What we were looking for was an actor/singer/musician-which is an
impossible combination actually. We would have discovered, rediscovered a Ritchie Valens if we found this kid. So we set up a chart, sort of a
grid pattern and certain priorities on one side, certain priorities up the
other side, and ended up by process of elimination deciding on an actor.
We figured the most important thing is that this person had to be able to
convey the humanity of Ritchie Valens. He had to have a goodness of
spirit and yet a certain kind of ferocity ...
D. V.: An innocence.
L. V.: Yes, an innocence. Consequently, we read whatever actors auditioned for Ritchie, we read them as Bob as welL you see, and vice versa.
Because they had to be brothers and they had to have this interlocking
relationship. And I think Lou has done a fantastic job of not only communicating the spirit of Ritchie Valens, the goodness of heart, but also his
ferocity on the stage.
T. G.: In part of the movie, Ritchie Valens has really made the American
Dream, he has a suburban home, he has a new car, he has an attractive,
white, blonde girlfriend, and hit records, and you don't begrudge him
that, you don't condemn him for his assimilation or his prosperity. And I
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had a feeling that a few years ago maybe you might have.
L. V.: Oh, yeah. A few years ago, when it was a different time. You're
talking about the 1960s in some ways. It was a period of ethnic selfdefinition, you know, part of self-determination. Ritchie was a product of
the 50s, before the 6Os, but he assumed that the dream was valid for him,
too. I mean, he didn't put any obstacles before himself and say, uoh, I can't
have a blonde, blue-eyed girlfriend, or I can't be a Rock-and-Roll singer."
He didn't put all those obstacles in front of himself. He went for it and he
achieved it. And I think that's a tribute to him. He opened the door for a
lot of Hispanics who may not feel that they can participate fully. Daniel
and I, through our work in Hollywood, are trying to open doors. I mean,
youlookatus, and we look Indian, you know, butwe'reAnglo-Hispanics.
We speak English, you know, we've eaten hamburgers all of our lives and
hot dogs and played baseball; I mean we're Americans, come on, give us a
break. That's what the story is. I think it's taken 30 years to look back and
look at Ritchie Valens and see what his contributions really were.
Second Interview
T. G.: My guest is playwright and director Luis Valdez. He's written and
directed a new film about the life of Chicano Rock-and-Roll star Ritchie
Valens. It's called La Bamba. Like Ritchie Valens, Valdez grew up in the
migrant labor camps in California's San Fernando Valley. Valdez escaped
from that life by writing and staging plays. He founded El Teatro
Campesino to tour and perform plays in support of the United Farm
Workers. Valdez is perhaps best known for his 1 978 play Zoot Suit, based
on a real incident in 1942 when 22 Chicano gang members were wrongly
accused of a murder. All of his work is aimed at dramatizing the Chicano
experience within American culture. When I spoke with Luis Valdez, he
told me how he fell in love with theater.
L. V.: I was likesixyearsoldand we were in thishugemigrantlaborcamp
in the west valley in California called Corcorin. And we were picking
cotton. Cotton season ended and we couldn't leave the camp because the
truck had broken down, my dad's truck, pick-up.
And this is 1946, we're talking the fall of 1946. Things were still scarce,
believe it or not. Brownpaperbagswere scarce. Sooneofthethingsthati
did was fold my little bag very carefully after my lunch and take it home.
One day after school, I go to get my bag and it's missing, in the cloak room.
And the teacher saw me looking, the bus was waiting and she says, "Are
you looking for your bag?" And I say, ''Yes." And she says, "I have it, come
with me." And she took me to this little back room and my bag was all
shredded, cut up into little pieces and floating in this basement water.
And I said, ''What did you do? What did you do to my bag?!" And she said,
''Look." And right next to it was a clay mold. It was a monkey's face
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molded in clay. Next to that was another mask, another mold, but with
paper mache on it. But what the mask was for was for a play. And so I tried
out for a part and got the role. I was going to play a monkey, you know in
the Christmas play, about Christmas in the jungle. I enjoyed it. The
costume that they measured me for and eventually fitted me for was
better than my own clothes. It was incredible. So I was very joyous, with
all the preparations. I mean, maybeit'smore elaborate inmymind than it
was back then, but it seemed like Disneyland to me. So I was in the play,
looking forward to it and then the week before that week, the week we
were going to do it, my dad got the truck fixed and we moved away.
T. G.: Oh.
L. V.: So I was never in the Christmas play. So in order to make up for that
gap, that unfillable gap, I started staging plays at that age with my friends.
We found an old house, we put up trees, I'd direct them. By the time I was
seven, you know as soon as I could really write legibly, I started putting
together scripts. Theater was my obsession from then on, until this day.
You understand it's been more than 40 years now.
T. G.: So as a child you had put on plays for your friends and family to
come to?
L. V.: Oh, yeah. Eventually in my grandfather's garage I opened up a little
puppet theater. Puppets were much easier to manage than my friends,
you know. And I could make puppets out of paper mache and paint them,
and stage shows. A cardboard box turned upside down became our stage,
we had a little curtain. My older brother got involved, you know, he was
my first producer in a way and he collected the nickels at the door.
T. G.: But how old were you when you said to yourself, ''When I grow up,
I'm not going to be a migrant worker''?
L. V.: WelL that didn't take too long, you know. I was still a kid actually,
working in the fields. There were all kinds of possibilities coming out of
that, but it was clear to me that the way out was through education or
through the use of my imagination.
T. G.:Had you been exposed to a lot of literature oranytheaterwhenyou
were growing up as a migrant worker?
L. V.: Yeah, one of the things that I did do is read a lot, as a kid You know
this really, this dated before television. We barely had radio. I mean, I go
back to the days of"Straight Arrow'' and ''Bobby Benson" and ''The BeeBar-Bee Riders;' and ''The Shadow." You know, all those old radio programs. I followed them avidly. I loved stories and read many of the
classics. I mean, Treasure Island, the whole shot, and let my imagination
just go with it. I always found out where the library was in any particular
small town, and also the movie house like everybody else, because
movies were something else. The films of George Pal, Destination: Moon,
When Worlds Collide, The War of the Worlds, all of that just used to flip me out.
T. G.: How did you get to college?
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L. V.: I won a scholarship. I also went to college as a physics and mathe-

matics major. I was in love with that field of human knowledge. My older
brother is an engineer. He designs computers in the Silicon Valley. We
were both going to go into science. At some point, though, I decided to go
into writing.
T. G.: So whenyougotout of college and you had studied literature and
writing, why did you want to go back to where the migrant farm workers
were, where you set up El Teatro Campesino, working with Cesar Chavez
and the migrant farm workers, the United Farm Workers Union?
L. V.: WelL I think conditions were so bad that even as a child it was
obvious to me that something had to change. It was miserable. I even
remember thinking as a child, "What am I doing out here? I'm a kid."
There were long hours and the pay was very poor and the living conditions were miserable. I mean, there's a lot of stories that I could tell you,
you know, that involve that whole life. Suffice itto say that I became aware
that something was wrong and that justice was not being done. By that
time, okay, that I got to college, through high school into college, I had a
political consciousness which fit exactly in with the beginning of the
1960s. I joined what's essentially the Civil Rights Movement in 1959. As a
matter of fact, the death of Ritchie Valens and the Big Bopper and Buddy
Holly in February of 1959 marks the-I've just been thinking about this
lately-marks the real turning point in my development because it's as if
my youth was over. Do you know what I mean? I was no longer a teenager
and it was now time to think of other things. It was the most natural thing
for me to do in 1965, to go back to Delano, California, where I'd been born
and to work with Cesar Chavez and the union in an attempt to form an
organization which would protect the farm workers.
T. G.: You wereperformingsketchesand playsformigrantfarm workers,
but you had a reputation that spread. I mean you got off-Broadway
awards and other theater awards, your reputation spread around the
West Coast and to the East Coast. How did people find out about you?
L. V.: I think that it was because of the march in Sacramento in 1966,
which was a phenomenal event. It is still for me the greatest case of
theater that I've ever been involved in-theater in the world, you know,
theater in reality. We marched 300 miles up the spine of California,
Highway 99, bearing our red flag with a Thunderbird Eagle Eye, passing
semi-trucks and thousands of cars every day. In the evenings we'd settle
in some little farm worker community, put up a flat bed truck, put up our
banners and our backdrop, and speeches would be given and the teatro
would perform every night, 25 nights in a row. The press came from all
over the country. They took our pictures, they took everybody's pictures,
we were filmed fort he first time and people became aware of us. We were
mentioned in Newsweek, and out of that came invitations, eventually from
colleges and universities to go perform and that led to one morning when
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Pete Seeger called me and invited us to attend theN ewport Folk Festival
in 1967, exactly 20 years ago, which we did. Out ofthat cameanotherperformance with the Senate Subcommittee on Agricultural Labor. We performed in New York, and out of that came the Obie award.
T. G.: Now that you're doing work for moviesandforthetheater, do you
feel that you're still able to maintain the kind of political and social
involvement that you started with?
L. V.: Absolutely. I mean I think that there's a certain amount of natural
evolution that takes place. I mean I lived my 2 Os and I was a typical person
in their 20s. I was radical, Iwascurious, I was angry. I was an angry young
man and enjoyed it. I gotmypolitical rocks oft you know, in that sense. I
feel that all of us that were active in the 1960s have a responsibility not to
let America settle on an image of the 60s-that it was a period of flakes
and kooks and weirdos. It was not. It was a period where the most basic
chords in the American conscience were touched. And we cannot forget
that. And yes, there is stuff that will fall away because it was silly; every
generation does have that. The drug thing certainly has gone awry, you
know. The sexual revolution has become something else. But the social
values, okay, what we're standing for, that was important!
T. G.: Luis Valdez, thank you very much for talking with us.
L. V.: Thank you.
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Salinas Valley Seasons

Rose del Castillo Guilbault

L

ONG before I knew anything about John Steinbeck, I knew all about
the Salinas Valley.
My mother and I crossed the terra cotta deserts of Sonora and Arizona
in the summer of 1957 and in a sleek, blue Greyhound bus entered Steinbeck's ''long valley."
The valley in the late 50s was a prosperous farming community
producing a cornucopia of crops: juicy tomatoes, plump, purple sugar
beets, leafy lettuce, and golden bundles of hay.
The Salinas Valley's skies were a smogless crisp blue, a blue that
receded into a richer, darker hue as it dipped into the Santa Lucia Mountain range that rimmed the overlapping mounds of mustard-green hills
surrounding the fertile patchwork of contrasting greens.
Brown cows with white faces dotted those hills, resembling toys from a
Fischer-Price farm set, so perfectly motionless they stood.
This basic landscape changed its palette of colors with the seasons.
In the spring an invisible hand covered the hills and land with a thick
verdant layer of grass and sprouting seedlings. After Easter, when the sun
emanated sufficient warmth to coax buds open, a profusion of wildflowers erupted throughout the hills and meadows. Purple lupine,
orange poppies, acres of yellow mustard, pink irises grouped themselves on the countryside canvas as if in imitation of an Impressionist
watercolor.
At night, lupine mingled with the sweet smell of alfalfa creating an
intoxicating fragrance so light and ethereal it seemed supernatural.
Animals emerged from winter refuges, gratefully blinking at the spring
sunshine. Garter snakes slithered across dirt paths and rattlesnakes
peeked beneath thick brush. Baby hares, nervously leaping out of bushes,
like fluffy jacks-in-the-box, startled the unsuspecting passer-by. Shy
bucks and does emboldened by the pride of parenthood displayed their
spotted, wobbly legged fawns along sylvan roads, unflinching when cars
passed, except for the slight twitch of their semaphored ears.
In the spring, dawn entered dressed in a transparent veil of fog. A
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cacaphony of birds-meadowlarks, magpies, mourning doves-sang
their daily greeting. It was a gentle, colorful time. A time of promise and
renewal. Seedlings sprouted from the rich soil, and pastel blossoms
adorned the recently bare branches of apricots, cherries, plums and
peach trees. Spring, a subtle encouraging season in the Salinas Valley,
invited both animals and human beings to cavort in its outdoor playground after winter hibernation.
If spring was sublime, summer was frenetic. The farms down Highway
101, up Jolon Road, and through Loanoke Road, became a beehive of
activity, abuzz with field workers, tractors, and harvesters that picked,
packed, and boxed a salad bowl of crops. Vegetable packing sheds's
conveyor belts hummed into action. Long trucks lumbered down the
country roads constantly, loaded with boxes of tomatoes, lettuce, or
carrots or spilling over with sugar beets.
In the summer, the pungent smell of ripening fruit and vegetables
overpowered the scent of wildflowers; and years later, with the production of garlic, the southern portion of the Valley reeked with that odor.
Midsummer saw the hills shed their emerald coats for gold, and the
only green spots seen were the madrona and oak trees.
By fall, attention shifted from vegetables to the barley, bean, and hay
fields. Vegetable fields lay ravaged, the fading brittle plants spent and
broken, with the stench of rotting, squashed vegetables permeating the
air. The fall winds blew over them, whistling mournfully as they danced
with whirlwinds of dust over the suddenly abandoned fields. Soon they
would be cleared, leaving the once-lush land brown and bare except for
the hay fields with their yellow bales spread like gold bricks across the
land.
Winter always seemed to arrive abruptly, its cold presence felt before
its physical appearance was seen. Winter brought damp, foggy mornings
into the valley and covered the fields with sheets of crunchy frost. Hills
and slopes lay fallow, waiting to be plowed in neat rows and wavy patterns. Winter, a stark world of primary colors-dark brown hills and
fields, deep blue skies, and foamy, thick white morning fog. The rains
came in torrents, drenching the hard-caked soil and encircling the countryside in a gray cloak of desolation. No animals, no flowers, no people,
but black, rich earth all around, redolent ofmuskand dampness. The land
lay ready, wanton for seeding, eager to procreate new crops in the spring,
when the cycle would begin all over again.

61

Ofrenda for Arturo Islas

Leah Halper
. . . I often find myself on the bridge between cultures, between languages,
between sexes, between nations, between religions, between my profession as a
teacher and my vocation as a writer, between two different and equally compelling ways of looking agape at the world.
-Arturo Islas, 1990 Emesto Galarza Lecture at Stanford

W

HEN Arturo Islas became the first Chicano novelist to be published by a big East Coast firm, he was pleased, of course, and he
was furious that it had taken so long. The year was not 1 940 or even 1970.
Migrant Souls, his second novel, was published in 1 990 by William
Morrow and Company.
Arturo, who died in February, 1991, of AIDS, considered himself an
outsider in the publishing world and at Stanford University, where he
endured as an undergraduate, a graduate student, and as the university's
most popular professor of American, including Chicano, literature. By
the time he died, at the age of 52, it was clear that the outsider was a
pioneer, crossing many bridges as a gay Chicano writer. With grace and
conviction, Arturo then herded across other outsiders: kids from El Paso,
East LA, East SanJo; gay men and lesbians; young writers influenced by
their heritage or by their pain.
He taught his students and friends to look fmnkly at pain. Accentuating the positive never worked for the disenfranchised, he said, so
Arturo's books are full of real sorrows-adultery, divorce, madness,
death, and sexuality suffered or punished. Yet no one who reads them
closely finds his books depressing. The spirit of his characters, most of
them members of a complex border family like his own, is deep, lively,
buoyant He wrote to place Chicanos into the history of this country as
migrants, not as immigrants or foreigners, in lands forcibly taken from
them. So his characters connect to each other, to history, to this land. They
belong.
I was Arturo'sstudentin the late 1970s and early 1980s, and then I was
his friend. At his March, 1991, memorial setvice, I mounted the steps of
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the auditorium in a confusion of business suits and high-heeled women;
at the top step the crowds parted and a man in a trenchcoat handed me
something. I had to smile through my tears: it was a homemade tract of
poetry in Arturo's memory by a renegade Chicano poet with AIDs.
Arturo would have relished the polite faces of the women near me as they
declined the inky gift. He moved with grace in every circle, paseando with
the high and the mighty but belonging to a world inhabited by the poor,
the addicted, the tragic whose stories he never stopped trying to tell.
Arturo left behind two novels of a trilogy: The Rain God, published in
1984 by Alexandrian Press in Palo Alto (after 3 2 tries at bigger presses),
and Migrant Souls. The third novel, American DreamsandFantasies, exists in
fragments, and his colleague Diane Middlebrook is piecing it together.
He also wrote a fourth novel, La Molly and the King of Tears, the story of a
cholo from El Paso who does tours in Vietnam and in a VA hospital much
like the one in Palo A Ito. While the cholo is there, a goody-goody graduate
student, Arturo's alter-ego, tries to teach him poetry. Arturo sent La Molly
on publishing rounds for years. New York publishers told him that the
cholo just didn't speak to them.
'~rturo refused to buckle down and write their way," said Jose Antonio
Burciaga, a Stanford artist, writer, and friend ''He opened the way for
others in that he showed it can be done to publish with a big East Coast
publisher." New York publishers still don't know or understand the West
Coast Chicano heritage, said Burciaga, but Arturo never changed his
voice to try to "write white."
In an interview Burciaga recorded with him a few months before his
death, Arturo talked about "discovery'' by the publishing world much as
Native Americans talk about "discovery" by Columbus:
... [We] have yet to be discovered. You see, we don't exist
until they discover us and then when they discover us, then
we exist. The mythical structures on which this country was
built are really something.
With writers, that hasn't been an unusual occurrence.
Faulkner was discovered by the French. This country had
ignored him, you know? And it wasn't until the French started
reading him and saying, ''Hey, this guy's a genius!" And then
he wins theN obel Prize and then all of a sudden America discovers and claims this great Southern writer!
Discovered or not, Arturo wrote to seduce readers into imagining
other people's lives with compassion. He tried to create understanding
across several subcultures. The main character in the trilogy, Miguel
(Chico) Angel, grows up, like Arturo, with a nursemaid from Mexico.
Like Arturo, he is popular with everyone as a teenager but acutely aware
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of ethnic and class divisions. He speaks with Arturo's irony and delight.
They are both the first in their families to get a college education. like
Arturo, he suffers sorrow and ill health all his life, at one point undergoing an operation that replaces part of his intestine with a protruding
plastic bag.
Arturo insisted that he drew from his own life for his books, but never
replicated it exactly. Though he was closest to Miguel Chico of all his
characters, he said, Miguel Chico was not autobiographical. Butthe books
were close enough to the mark to make many family members squirm,
according to his mother, Jovita Islas. When he came home for a year in
1986-87 to teach at the University of Texas at El Paso, she recalled, he
never mentioned his work to his parents. But he showed the manuscript
for Migrant Souls to cousins who were more his age. When his books were
published ''he kindahurtpeople's feelings, but he kepttellingthem that it
was all fiction, that's the way you have to read it," said his mother. Arturo
was as joyous a child as Miguel Chico, she says, always dancing and
singing and even winning prizes in talent contests. The contests he did
not win "were because he did not want to." At age six, Arturo was riding
buses by himself to serve as an altarboy, and for quite a while as a child in a
Sunday-go-to-mass family he wanted to become a priest. In college he
lost his religion, his mother said.
Arturo grew up speaking excellent Spanish, thanks to his paternal
grandmother, who had been a schoolteacher before fleeing Mexico
during the revolution. According to his mother, he chose to write in
English because of his perfectionism:
·He could write more perfectly in English than in Spanish, so
that's what he did. He was a perfectionist, which made life
difficult because life isn't perfect. But he was always very neat,
very organized. When we went there the week he died, he'd
say, ''Mother, go to the right hand side of the top drawer" to
look for something-and it would be right there.
Miguel Chico reveres his mother and questions his father, and he
understands even when he is far away in San Francisco's fog that the
family he left in El Paso e'Del Sapo" in the trilogy-"The Toad") is with
him always. I wonder if, in the third volume, Miguel Chico will come out
to his parents as Arturo did, only to have his policeman father tell him,
with a hilarious mixture of perplexity and macho support, to be "the best
damn gay there is."
He was the best damn writer, but he didn't start out to be one, and he
died long before he could finish. He came to Stanford on a scholarship in
1956, hoping to exit a neurosurgeon-a field he picked because his poor
health in childhood had acquainted him with many medical profes-
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sionals. College was the great dividing line of his life.
''We never knew 'til he died that it was traumatic for him. I think he
adjusted but he also had to fight for a lot of things," Jovita Islas said. He
was one of two "Spanish surname" students in his class, and he got tired
of people mispronouncing his name "Ar-tour-o." He couldn't get the
grades necessary for a pre-med major in math and science courses, so he
switched to an English major. He went on for a master's and doctorate,
then left for five years. Arturo assumed he'd never be back to the university that he found "parochiaL insular and divided." Stanford, he reasoned,
was never going to admit Chicanos in any numbers.
He wrote and lived in San Francisco's Mission District, across from a
neon nymph who popped in and out of a champagne glass. He'd watch
her, a slave to timing, for 1ong moments. During this time he realized that
he did not wish to be the literary critic that his training had made him. He
wanted to tell stories, to be a writer. His literary tradition had begun in
childhood, he told Burciaga.
My first love, really, was always writing. I could create
characters who were like me or who I wanted to be like, male
and female. And so I had a very rich fantasy life in that way. My
cousins and I were always reading. There was no television
then ... It always makes me so angry when people assume
that anyone who calls himself or herself a Chicano or Chicana
is automatically somebody who doesn't like to read.... It's the
whole thing about Mexicans being illiterate. I knew how to
read before I went to the first gmde because of my grandmother. All of my cousins were under her tutelage-she
taught us to read and to respect learning....
He accepted a full-time position at San Jose State University in 1969,
but suffered a health crisis that almost killed him before the semester
began. He had to turn down that job, and while he was recovering he
agreed to teach one class at Stanford. It was the first time Stanford had
admitted enough Chicanos for a "Chicano Themes" class to be taught in
the English department. He taught the 24 students with all his heart.
They were the pioneers. I mean, they were terrific students. And in those days, because there weren't so many, they
really had solidarity.... In those years, it was really clear
to ...every Chicano and Chicana, that we had to build something and ...make it last. So that this wasn't just one of those
trends of universities like Stanford where they're going to
patronize certain groups.
Arturo encouraged his students to experiment with different voices but
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always in pursuit of their own voices. He emphasized the importance of
one's "single" voice. This was a controversial teaching in the 1 970s, when
his identity-conflicted Chicano students, the first ones admitted into elite
universities in some numbers, were urged to give voice to collective
history and suffering.
Arturo never hid his dismay at poor writing that was badly edited and
rushed into publication simply to provide material, any materiaL by
Chicanos. He complained in the Winter, 1974, issue of Miquitzli, a publication by Chicano literature class students, that "Much of what is passed
off as [Chicano] literature is a compendium of folklore, religious superstition, and recipes for tortillas."
As he helped students give expression to their bicultural, and often
bilingual, experiences, Arturo sometimes used Miquitzli to document his
own dilemmas as a writer. Engaged for years in what he called a ''balancing act" to fit into the academic world and into the world of Chicano culture without becoming a slave to either, he echoed Virginia Woolf's Three
Guineas in one issue by asking, "What has a Chicano to do with Milton?"
The Chicano who wants to write fiction within earshot of the reading
public, he argued, is trapped in a room with two doors. One is labeled
SOcial consciousness" and the other "elitist." Inside the social consciousness door, the writer runs into a wall of writer's blocks: La Raza, the
farmworkers, Aztlan, the barrio, and Mexican heroes. These, he said,
merit close study by social scientists whose main preoccupations are
research or policy-making. But a fiction writer must resist the temptation
to write what is sanctioned by others. The novelisr s allegiance is elsewhere, he argued, because the novelist must be true to his or her own
voice. The price of being a "community'' writer is high:
11

One must always have the group in mind, anticipating its
needs, fulfilling its desires, shifting with its sudden changes,
justifying its behavior at every tum. In short, one must write
one's fiction according to the proscribed line even if it goes
against one's own observations.
The other door, marked uelitisr', was even less acceptable. Inside this
room, the blocks are labeled "academia," "Only English Spoken Here,"
"Stanford Way of Ufe." Arturo gave Richard Rodriguez, author of The
New American Scholarship Boy, as an example of a scholar in transition from
Mexican to U.S. cultures who eventually leaves his community to adopt
the "elitisr' voices which insist that Chicano culture is essentially
illitemte.
Arturo's answer for the writer trapped with such unsuitable company
is to hush all the obstacles (though they continue to "argue among themselves in low, grumbling tones''). Then, in desperation to write without
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the burdens imposed by those voices but also without a precedent to
follow, the novelist must risk a somersault in the air and imagine a
window.
''Look out of the window. Open it. What do you see? Describe it as best
you can in Spanish or English or both."
His instructions to his students were that simple: if you wish to be a
writer, write. He read his own work to us in a deep~ rich voice so we could
see how a writer's work evolved, though teaching consumed him and he
wrote too little. The power of his example, combined with the simple
imperative, worked. When I enrolled in his Sto:ry, Essay, Poem class, I saw
real things happen in the classroom for the first time in my 13 years as a
student We laughed, cried, fought. We discussed love and justice
heatedly. I began to understand that writing can both uncover and
explain deep experiences.
Arturo was the kind of man who smiled as he said he was unhappy. He
found each of us wonderfully interesting, even when we felt we faced the
bleakest personal prospects. His main pieces of advice to student writers
throughout his teaching career were to stop expecting someone else to
teach them fiction writing and to avoid slogans and mystical generalizations. He tried for "sensual and concrete expression" of the Mexican
sensibility-and he helped his students explore whatever sensibility they
were born or gifted with.
Arturo sawthrough Stanford'sself-importancetoitsvalueasa place to
gain confidence for work in the real world. He considered Stanford a
patron, and he gave the university some of his best energies. But he called
it Pastoral University and predicted that Chicanos would eventually
demand much more from it.
We're invisible. We pick the fruit and thevegetablesand the
this and the that. When we make it to universities like this,
we're kept in our place. That will change because of the
population. It's as simple as demographics. By the year 2000
there isgoingto be a demand thatthis university or others like
it won't even begin to fulfill. And they're going to get into
trouble. There will be student rioting.... We, and by "we" I
mean the few Chicano faculty members here at Stanford, have
been telling the administrators that for twenty years y no nos
hacen caso-they don't pay attention to us. They think they can
just coast along with us, exploit us, burn us out and they've
done their duty for affirmative action, you know? Oh God!
And I know it's just a phase .... It has to change and there are
more young people coming from our background, coming
into the academy. A lot more.
Arturo was a fierce ally. He was my undergraduate adviser, and he took
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his duties seriously. When my parents suffered financial setbacks and I
considered leaving Stanford, Arturo said that Stanford needed people
like me. He grimly contacted the financial aids office and soon I was
offered a new scholarship. (Now the university has set up a scholarship in
his name through the English Department, though Burciaga said Arturo's
wish for a plaque in his memory may not be honored because Stanford
fears everyone will start requesting plaques.)
When I was a senior, Arturo called me in one day and explained that I
had been elected to Phi Beta Kappa. He congratulated me and then told
me he'd fought three hours with his English Department colleagues to
win me the honor. I'd taken the minimum of Chaucer and the Romance
poets, concentrating on creative writing and Afro-American, Chicano,
and women's literature. No one with such an exotic transcript had been
chosen· before, he said, but he won the battle. He said he did it for the
Chicano community, because I deserved it, and because his department
had to wake up. ustanford rewards people like us far too seldom," he told
me, uand there's a whole community of people out there that you represent who need you to get this award." I voiced some doubt and he leaned
forward. ''Besides," he said, smiling wickedly, ul'll KILL you if you don't
take it"
He could be bossy. His friend Nancy Packer, who runs the university's
creative writing program, tells how he steered her across streets she
could manage alone. He made me remove teabags driplessly. And not
everyone liked him. Somewhere, for example, there's a frat boy grown to
manhood who tried to argue his way into one of Arturo's classes on the
first day. In this studenrs train of argument emerged the fact that he
belonged to a frat Arturo stopped him and took the conversation in a
new, dangerous direction.
'1 don't like frats," Arturo said darkly. "I am against organizations that
are based upon exclusion."
The student persisted, but Arturo grew more distant, articulate, and
disdainful Finally the student left cursing.
Many of his friends feel that too little has been done to broadcast his
virtues. At his memorial service, Packer said that Arturo was womanly
and manly: he was gentle and sensitive; he was resolute and brave and
self-contained He loved beauty and he loved honesty and spirit. He was
humorous and wise. Once when I dropped a plate at a class potluck,
Arturo astutely observed that people drop things when they fall in love.
He loved love, though the love of his own life left him. He remarked once,
aptly I thought, that he shared his birthdate with Queen Elizabeth and
Bob Dylan, and contained equal influences from each. Each semester he
invited his students to his wondrously tidy home and treated us with
exquisite Mexicano hospitality.
Arturo died at home in bed, with his parents nearby. In the days before
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his death he summoned his friends, one by one, and gave them his last
thoughts, ideas, and, sometimes, instructions. He did not welcome such
an early death, but neither did he fear it. He said to Burciaga:
You can't really laugh without knowing death and I think
that's an advantage for our culture. I know that some people
get tied into the death thing in our culture but not the majority.
The majority knows and has that feeling of mortality and lives.
The joyfulness of the parties in my family and your family, in
Chicano families, I never find it anywhere else .... [There's]
just this unstated knowledge that it doesn't last forever. That
we could be gone tomorrow. And I love it at a party when
somebody does turn to me and says, usually a member of the
older generation, "Supiste que se murio Fulanita?n -did you
know that so and so died? And I say, 'No, I didn't," and I start
laughing.... [Y] ou can't have life without a sense of mortality.
The great writers in the English language have all had that
sense, all of them, you know, my God, Faulkner, the sense of
defeat, the sense of being mortal, Eugene O'Neill.... Any
truly great artist has that sense, otherwise you can't appreciate life and it becomes that kind of daily automatic boring
thing.
JAB: With O'Neill, critics would say he's morbid.
Arturo: Morbid! See? ...Who are these idiots? And why do
we pay them any attention at all?
Fame was coming, in the end, despite the prejudices of critics and New
York publishers. In 1990 Arturo delivered the prestigious Ernesto
Galarza lecture at Stanford and spoke of the warmth Chicano writers
finally feel from their Latin American brothers and sisters, if not from the
northeastern U.S. writing establishment. And according to his childhood
friend Mimi Gladstein, now a professor of English at the University of
Texas at El Paso, Arturo finally got some recognition in his own
hometown: just before he died, he was elected to the El Paso Writers Hall
of Fame.
I could not hug him when I visited in December, 1990; any germ might
have set off his virus. But he told me to order Migrant Souls for my students, who are sons and daughters of farmworkers. And when I complained about a love affair, he urged me to read Colette, who concluded
that a good friend isfarbetterthan a lover. His eyes, clear as brown bottle
glass in his thin face, shone when he said that; and I'm glad I said to him
then that he was such a friend to many people, and to me.
Eight months after Arturo died, some of his admirers and friends in
Gilroy decided to put together an ofrenda, an offering, for November 1,
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-photogra ph by Ted Sahl © 1991
ALTAR FOR ARTURO ISLAS-AI the ofrenda November 1, 1991, an altar to
celebrate the life of Arturo Islas was built by friends and fam ily.
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1991, the Mexican Day of the Dead. In Mexican tradition, on that day the
souls of the departed roam the earth, looking for a place where they are
welcomed and loved. Friends and family build them altars and feast in
their honor. A~ro's mother reminded me, when I wrote her of the
event, that The Rain God had originally been named Dia de los Muertos, and,
in fact, the book is built around an Aztec poem to the rain god who brings
relief and death.
So first we invited Aztec dancers. The group, named Xipe Totec after
the Aztec rain god, swept out to the Gilroy library parking lot, where 200
people were waiting. The dancers wore six-foot headdresses and
costumes cut with gold and black. They brought incense, a deep drum,
and a small lighted pyre. As the drum started its magnificent beat, the
dancers blessed the four comers of the earth. Then they whirled, ran,
jumped, and dipped. Arturo would have been delighted and overwhelmed by the noise and motion and splendor that the human spirit
mustered in his honor. Children screamed and yelled and stamped their
feet as the drum beat on and on, and the plain black asphalt became
sacred ground. One dance was a fire dance, and the eldest dancer held
each foot in the fire for a long time as the crowd moaned and cried out and
hid eyes. How right, I thought. Arturo lived with his feet to the fire, first
one and then the other. Like the dancer, though, he eventually pulled
them loose with pure spirit to dance again.
Most of the people who watched the dance came inside to eat pan dulce
and to inspect the altar we had built for Arturo. It was elegant and sacrilegious, as he would have wished. It was built on cloths: a nubby gray
Mexican blanket, black velvet edged with gold, and a silky white, lavishly
fringed Mexican wedding shawl (how he would have loved the romance
and the irony of it!). A male clown puppet soothed another male puppet's
head in his lap; they had a broken rosary wound around them A Barbie
doll in a skimpy dress sat in a champagne glass. We putout favorite foods
to attract his soul: garlic and persimmons and chile, and an amulet bag of
plain Mexican rice. We had snapdragons and purple flowers, and of
course a picture of Arturo, and crystal teardrops. We added a tiny mama
figure, because we knew how dearly he loved Jovita. Someone brought a
sugar skull with his nameonitin white frosting, and a bright pink-jointed
skeleton. The colors, scents, and textures honored Arturo's beauty,
brightness, and sensuality.
About half of those who stayed for the readings of Arturo's work were
children, most of them Chicano. They examined the altar, ate pan dulce
and fruit, and then settled expectantly, ahead of schedule. About halfway
through my introductory talk about Arturo, I realized that the audience's
youth was an unexpected blessing. With his soul lounging contentedly
on the altar to my side, I began to tell them how Arturo overcame adversity, how he loved and knew his pueblo and delighted in knowing other
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peoples, how he struggled to make for himself the life he wanted most.
They listened, and looked at the altar, and I am sure Arturo's soul found
peace that night in the slack hands and receptive eyes of the Chicano
children of Gilroy.

The author would like to thank Jose Antonio Burciaga for making available the
transcript of his interview in late 1990 of Arturo Islas.
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El Teatro Campesino

Robert F. Jenkins
Field research for this previously unpublished study of El Teatro Campesino
was conducted in the Teatro's home base, San Juan Bautista, during June 25-29,
1977. The editors found valuable this treatment by a seasoned theatre professional, because it was completed near both the Teatro's founding in 1965 and its
transformation into a vehicle for mass-oriented records, films, and Broadway
productions. In 1990, El Teatro celebrated its 25th anniversary by announcing a
$25 million expansion project for its multi-faceted endeavors in the arts, and in
1992 plans for a permanent location in San Jose were announced.

E

L TEATRO Campesino (The Theater of the Farm workers) is one of
the most important people's theatres in the United States. Its home
is a rustic hamlet isolated from the urbanized hurly-burly usually associated with theatre prosperity. San Juann Bautista itself contributes little
directly to box-office survival but the relationship between the historic
village, one-hour's drive south of San Jose, and Campesino is of
paramount importance to the company's artistic and political work. 1 The
theatre attempts to remain close to the laitd and dose to the people. It was
out of a small farm town environment that Campesino originated. It is
within this environment that it must reside to maintain credibility as the
Theatre of the Farmworkers.
The company's ideology includes a commitment to establish personal,
culturaL and economic ties within this community. The projection of a
friendly image has been official policy since Campesino' s arrival in San
Juan Bautista in 1971. Friendship is now reciprocated, however, only
after a deliberate campaign. Much initial hostility toward El Teatro had to
be overcome. This negativity was due to Campesino's United Farm
Workers/Cesar Chavez connection and is still echoed in the attitude of a
local Anglo-Saxon rancher who called the Teatro "a bunch of
Communists who live off the government and have moved in to buy up
land and stir up trouble." A shopkeeper who overheard this remark later
confided that as far as he and other merchants were concerned, the
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Campesino members were good customers and good people.
Artistic work within the community is apparently welcomed by the
citizenry, and, complaints notwithstanding, performances are given in
San Juan Bautista on a regular basis. Each Christmas season Campesino
explodes into the streets with two free productions, Virgen de Guadalupe
and Pastorales. An annual summer production of Rose of the Rancho,
presented in the courtyard of a local historical building, has received
financial and participational support from the merchant community.
Under planning are All Soul's Day and Easter pageants within the town
and long-range schemes for a permanent performance facility and a
cultural center that would blend in architectural style with the historical
atmosphere of the town.
Chicano cultural centers, a number of which are affiliated with teatros,
are designed to provide free training and equipment to Spanish-speaking
people of the Southwestern United States. Though the majority of dayto-day activities center around the arts (including 20th century arts such
as film, photography, and recording), the nourishment of a Chicano culture that stretches back to Mayan and Aztec civilizations is the real target.
It is an attemptto create culture at the same time you are exploring what
already exists.'12 To this end, El Teatro Campesino functions both as a
research group and as a revelation of Chicano history and tradition. Luis
Valdez, the founding director, describes the vision of El Centro
Campesino Cultural as follows:
II

Forty acres of land. The site of the future farm workers cultural center. A place of artistic work. Work totally integrated
with the complete human needs of the people involved. The
need especially to create, with our hands, our hearts, our
minds. The need to make constant contact with others
throughout the Southwest. A place to teach and to learn. A
place to touch the spirit inside all of us. A place to be with the
Creator, in peace, in justice, in work. 3
After the summer of 1977, the Teatro metamorphized into a new form
that includes the making of records, films, and the Broadway production
of Zoot Suit 4 The new incarnation is partly a resulf of a commitment to
artistic evolution by its founding director. It is also the result of a collision
of aesthetic, political, and religious philosophies with money and success.
Historical Perspective
El Teatro Campesino has experienced at least five major shifts of focus
since its inception in 1965. The first four are described by Valdez as
follows:
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In terms of our work, the first cycle, of course, was the Huelga
actos, records and songs; cycle two was the Centro Cultural,
cooperative farm, actos and songs on Chicano themes, plus
the "Shrunken Head of Pancho Villa"; cycle three was the
Chicano Student Movement, our 16mm film "lam Joaquin," a
book of ACTOS, EL TEATRO newspaper, posters, actos on
Vietnam, "Bernabe," and Chicano Teatro Festivals I and II,
with the founding of TENAZ. Cycle four was in San Juan,
where we still are.

The history of El Teatro Campesino begins with the personal
biography of Valdez, salient features of which, prior to the actual founding of El Teatro Campesino, include: Valdez was born in 1940 into a large
family of migrant farm workers. He was educated in the California public
school system and graduated from San Jose State University in 1964. At
San Jose State he became involved in the Drama Department, received
theatre training, and had his first full-length play, The Shrunken Head of
Pancho V ilia, produced. Prior to graduation, he spent two months inC uba
and afterward joined the San Francisco Mime Troupe for one season in
Spring, 1965.
Valdez returned to his hometown, Delano, California, on October 18,
1965, to join Cesar Chavez as a picket captain on the lines of strike of the
United Farm Workers (then National Farm workers Association) against
the DiGiorgio grape company. Valdez's theatrical training suggested the
development of a theatre group, the purpose of which was to communicate with and inspire the (primarily Chicano) farmworkers.
We wanted to make the strikers laugh, to counteract the
depressing effects of a bitter, basically humorless struggle. So
we developed a broad, fast-paced, slapstick form of comedy
using the stock characters of farm labor: the patron, the contractor, the scabs.... All was improvised, but soon we
developed our own short dramatic form, the acto, which can
be described as somewhere between Brecht and Cantinflas. s
Along with the development of the ados form and the agitprop intent,
the early teatro was characterized by the homogeneity of its personnel.
All members were farmworkers or former farmworkers. All were
activists in the cause of Mexican American civil rights. Few had much, if
any, theatre training. Valdez, from the beginning, was the leader, creator,
and teacher.
The actos were performed at union functions, at the campesinos (labor
camps), and in the fields during 1965 and 1966.Actos performed during
this period included Las Dos Caras del Patroncito (The Two Faces of the Boss)
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and Quinta Temporada (The Fifth Season).
The most visible of Campesino activities during this first phase was its
participation in a 25-day, 300-mile march to Sacramento, the state capital,
in March and April, 1966. The teatro became the hub of the evening
meetings and served to inform and encourage the marchers. This
involvement led to state and national publicity and support by a large
segment of the Mexican American population.
Increased visibility and support fueled the concept that El Teatro could
function well as a fund-raising activity-that is, doing plays for money.
This meant performing for more affluent audiences and less for impoverished farmworkers. It also claimed wider press attention, which
applauded the artistic quality of the performance work. For example:
But the Teatro is really more than a propaganda tool for the
strike and I think that comes through.... El Teatro handles
everything well. Luis Valdez, on whose considerable talents as
a spokesman, director and actor, the show really rests, has
done a fine job. He combines great comic images with a running explanation in between the aetas of just what the strike
means. 6
Campesino began a national tour in 1967 which included performances of ados atthe Newport Folk Festival and the Village Theatre in
New York City and concluded in July with a performance for the Senate
Subcommittee on Migratory Labor in Washington, D.C.
By the time the Teatro returned to California and the embrace of the
United Farm Workers, it was primed to sever all organizational ties.
Artistic energy rivaled political energy. There wasconflictaboutwhowas
going to steer the Teatro (Chavez or Valdez) and in what direction.
Chavez considered the Teatro necessacy only as long as it directly contributed to the politics of the moment. This point of view included the
possibility of disbanding the Teatro and transferring the personnel to
duties that Chavez saw as of higher priority.
In September, 1967, Valdez moved the Teatro from UFW headquarters in Delano to Del Rey, California (pop. 1000), 60 miles to the
north.
The time had come, says Valdez, for El Teatro to expand its
own activity without being subject to the day-to-day
discipline demanded by the strike in Delano. There was no
rancor following the move, he says, in fact much of El Teatro's
activity these days is in support of the United Farm Workers in
communities throughout the Valley. 7
Valdez wanted to run the Teatro in order to achieve simultaneously
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social goals and art. This meant broadening the content of the work to
include such issues as the Vietnam War, racial discrimination, education,
and especially, the cultural heritage of the Mexican American minority (a
label which was being changed into "Chicano"). In Del Rey, the Teatro
began to create actos that went beyond Huelga (strike) themes. It also produced The ShrunkenHeadofPancho Villa, Valdez's play from San Jose State
University.
The early ados had been addressed to farmworker audiences, advocating joining the union, and to non-rural audiences as an information
source about the problems of the farm workers. The move to Del Rey and
the shift offocustolarger issues meant a subject matter change from rural
to urban problems. This necessitated an abandonment of easy-solution
drama ("Join the Union"). To deal artistically with the more sophisticated material, Valdez had to train theatrically the existing company and
begin a search for new talent.
Early Del Rey
The early DelReycompanyconsisted often people, half of whom were
Chicanas-wives and girlfriends-or Anglo-Saxon volunteers from
Delano. During this period, the group developed the vision of a collective farm, the first experiment of which failed after three months.
A piece of land, farmworkers united in their shared labor,
justice and brotherhood, food grown by our own hand, and
popular art for the spirit. It almost sounded too good to be
true. It was. 8
Permission to farm one thousand acres was withdrawn by the company's benefactor, "an amiable grower with a profound socialist-capitalist
schizophrenia."
During 1967 the company's work was based on themes of education
and the Vietnam War, resulting in productions of So/dado Raza (Chicano
GI) and No Saco Nada de Ia Escuela (I Don't Get Nothing out of School).
Campesino also created a new ados, Los Vendidos (The Sell-outs), of which a
film version was eventually produced. The final majoreventoflong-term
consequence in 1967 was the establishment of El Centro Campesino
Cultural, the Farm workers Cultural Center in Del Rey (though it was not
officially opened until January 16, 1968).
Campesino continued to tour actos which increasingly dealt with urban
life and larger social issues. Pancho Villa was also toured, primarily to
college audiences. The company was awarded an Off-Broadway Award
(Obie) Special Citation for "creating a worker's theatre to demonstrate
the politics of survival."9 During the summer, Campesino sponsored the
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first Chicano Theatre workshop with Ron Davis, the San Francisco Mime
Troupe, and ten teatros from Los Angeles and San Francisco.
The company, from the beginning, had refused private foundation and
government grant monies. They were now forced in to a position in which
they had to tour universities just to pay the rent.
The company moved to Fresno, California, in 1969, where, in January,
Luis Valdez began teaching courses at Fresno State University. This move
was concurrent with a shift of political focus to the Chicano student
movement characterized by "Chicanismo and a period of cultural
identity search:'10 This period also saw the development of the corridos
(ballad) form which began to infiltrate the actos in the repertoire. This
year, a film, I Am Joaquin, was created, and two plays, No Sa co Nada de Ia
Escuela and the Militants were performed. The company received its first
Los Angeles Drama Critics Award.
The major problem of Campesino during the late 60s was with
turnover. Early in 1969 only Luis and Daniel were left of the original
members. Before the year ended even Daniel Valdez had dropped out of
the company and was directing El Teatro Urbano in San Jose, California.
Fortunately, by the end of 1969, Phil Esparza and Felix Alvarez had
formed the core of a more stable membership. In between, however, the
company was in a precarious condition, and, at this inopportune time,
received an invitation to participate in the Seventh World Theatre
Festival in Nancy, France. Luis Valdez accepted and, hastily mounting a
program of ados, songs, and Shrunken Head of Pancho Villa, departed for
Europe in April Participation in the World Theatre Festival did much to
increase the company's prestige and to internationalize Valdez's own
political world view. The ideological issue became: Was the international
struggle of the proletariat more important for the Chicano than cultural
nationalism?
The year 1970 saw an investigation of the religious basis of both the
Chicano Movement and the artistic work of Campesino. Several new
works were created in Fresno and toured. They included Las Calaveras,
Vietnam Campesino, Huelguistas, and Bernabe. Bernabe, a funny, realistic
study of a village simpleton, was the first mitos play. The mitos form was
designed todealwithspirituaVmystical/religiousconcepts-allofwhich
were incompatible with the extreme Marxist elements of the Chicano
movement. Valdez commented on the incompatibility as follows:
Must we all be atheists in order to be revolutionaries just
because some European said that was the thing to do? Let's
face it: what the white man calls socialism and what he calls
capitalism are born of the same European root. And that root
has always been too short for the original inhabitants of this
half of Tlal tipac .... At first it seemed that the spiritual path
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our group was discovering led to political confusion. But it
was the very clearest of directions, because it led straight to
God, and God is everywhere, even in Marxist politics. 11
In May, Campesino initiated the first Festival de los Teatros de Aztlan
(about 15 groups including the "Mascarones" from Mexico participated}, which was the next step in the evolution of TeNAz. This was an
event of aggressive rhetoric and political tension among the elements of
the budding teatro movement focusing on control of the movement and
the Marxist/Religionist clash. "Violence, pettiness, and factionalism
began to haunt our lives," said Valdez.
This tension was accompanied by a disavowal of American education
which Valdez perceived as functioning to brainwash Chicanos into
becoming middle-class Anglos.
The American educational system has failed to reach La Raza,
because it has been used as a tool to further our oppression.
Instead of questioning its own basically racist viewpoint, it has
demanded that we assimilate, acculturate, melt into the
American pot and disappear.... The very way some of us
professors went about teaching CHICANO CULTURE was
GABACHO. Classroom, professor, desk, chalk, blackboard,
glasses, nasal tone, dull lecture, quiz, test, bluebook examination, grade.... American schools will not teach us English and
allow us to keep our souls. That's the problem.
The major event of 1 971 was another move of the company, this time
from Fresno to San Juan Bautista in September. Other events included
the production of Soldado Razo (first performed in Fresno), a financially
disastrous tour of the Midwest in June, and the return of Daniel Valdez.
Most important, however, was the move of the entire company to a small
town warehouse which was symbolic of a trend toward deinstitutionalization. The move was also concurrent with an artistic trend away
from primarily being a propaganda servant of a specific political cause
(unionization}, through a series of larger, more general causes (La Raza,
Vietnam, Chicanismo), to finally serving a special artistic vision that
included the investigation into the metaphysical heritage and elements of
Chicano life.
From its focused but inexperienced beginnings, Valdez has
guided El Campesino into a form and style uniquely its own.
From political agitprop the company has moved into something broader and deeper: a quest for self-assertion, direction
and identity not only as a people but as a theater. We saw it
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-photograph by Robert F. Jenk ins
HAC IENDA DANCE-Servants celebra te in Rose of tire Rancho, in perfo rmances at San Juan Bautista, 1977-78.

happen in the transitions from the early "actos" (sketches) to
"corridos" (ballads) and dramatic pieces as shattering as
"Soldado Razo." 12
Two productions, designed for presentation w ithin the San Juan
Bautista com munit y, were initiated: Rose of the Ra11cho and La Virgen del
Tepeyac Both h elped to establish rapport within the community. TeNAz
was officially launched following a Teatro Festival at Cabrillo College in
Aptos C ruz at Easter. The summer of 1971 featured a TeNAz workshop,
during which Daniel Valdez directed Dark Root ofa Scream by Luis Valdez.
Campesino received its second Los Angeles Drama Critics Circle Award.
T he company published a book titled Ados w hich in cluded the majo r
short pieces.
Participation in three festivals and the creatio n of a new major work
occupied 1972. The festivals included the Fiesta de los Teatros Chicanos
at Orange Coast Coll ege in March and Apri l, the second visit to the World
Theatre Festival in Nancy, France, and the first Latin A merican Th eatre
Festiva l h eld in San Francisco in October. The major work produced
b eca me o ne of Campesino's most popula r, La Carpa de los Rasquac/zis (The
Te111 of th e U11derdogs). This p lay, created in the spring, was the first fullle ngth collective work by the company. Rose of tlze Rancho was prese nted
in the spring a nd summer followed by workshops in July and August
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conducted by R. G. Davis, former director of the San Francisco Mime
Troupe. In December, La Virgen del Tepeyac was presented for the second
time.
New York City
The early months of 1973 were highlighted by a series of performances,
primarily of La Carpa, in New York City at the Brooklyn Academy of
Music and in parks in the five boroughs. The presentation of religious
subject matter was fully underway, as witnessed by the following excerpt
from a review by Arthur Sainer:
The Teatro still retains its political view, but it is a larger view,
in which the spiritual struggle must inform the social
struggle.
"Beyond the mass struggle of La Raza in the fields and
barrios of America," Valdez says, th ere is an internal struggle
in the very corazon of our people. That struggle, too, calls for
revolutionary change. Our belief in God, the church, the
social role of women-these must be subject to examination
and redefinition on some kind of public forum. And that again
means teatro. Not a teatro composed of actos or agitprop, but a
teatro of ritual, of music, of beauty, and spiritual sensitivity. A
teatro of legends and myths. A teatro of religious strength.
The strength of El Teatro Campesino comes from a
buoyancy and a dogged persistence in making its statements
about the down-trodden at a time when the signs of cynicism
and of cultivating one's own garden are alarmingly present in
America. That it sees the social struggle in terms of spiritual
awakening is to take it past the much-heralded religious
revival and address itself to the concerns of the revolutionary
Che and of all the revolutionaries throughout history who saw
the struggle in terms of acts of love. 13
11

Returning to San Juan Bautista, the company purchased 40 acres of
land near the town for the purpose of creating a permanent center dedicated to the advancement of Chicano culture through the arts.
Peter Brook resided with Campesino during the summer of 1 973. This
residence is described by Sylvie Drake:
This summer, the Campesino spent five weeks at San Juan
Bautista (where it is headquartered) with Peter Brook and
members of his International Center for Theater Research.
They held a closed workshop designed purely as an
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exploratory venture into the essence of the theater.
Judging from "La Carpa de Los Rasquachis" ("The Tent of
the Underdogs'1, which was developed earlier this year and
which we saw for the first time Saturday, Brook and Valdez
and their companies must have been ripe for one another.
Brook, coming from maximum sophistication, and Valdez,
from maximum primitivism, had reached similar plateaus: a
quest for theatrical universality and simplicity of expression.14
The year 1974 was ''loose" to say the least Touring La Carpa in the
United States and Mexico was the major activity. This tour climaxed with
productions at the Primer Encuentro Latino Americano in Mexico City.
Comments by members ofEl Teatro de Ia Esperanza (also attending this
festival) indicated that Campesino was raked over the coals by the hardline Marxist politicos at this festival. The issue was the Marxist/ spiritualist
confrontation.
A street pageant, EIBaile de los Gigantes (The Dance of the Giants) was first
performed as part of the annual history cycle in San Juan Bautista.
Campesino's important production, ElFin Del Mundo (The End of the
World), was created and performed in 1975. A film, America de los Indios,
featuring Daniel Valdez in concert, was produced. Originally conceived
in 1972, this film was a history of Chicanos through music from the preConquest period to the present. It consisted of both original music and
adaptions.
In 1976, Luis Valdez was appointed to the California Arts Council by
GovemorJerryBrown,anewversionofEIFindelMundowasstagedinthe
spring, La Carpa was at its artistic peak, and the Teatro launched its first
European tour. La Carpa was performed at the Popular Comic Theatre
Festival in Nancy, France, and then toured in eight European countries. It
is interesting to note that the same play, La Carpa, which had been
attacked in Mexico City by latin American communists, was applauded
in Italy by Roman Catholic communists. The specific dramatic event in
the play which evoked such different responses was the apparitional
appearance of the Virgin of Guadalupe.
In December, 1976, the Teatro initiated street performances in San
Juan Bautista of a 16th century shepherds's play called LasPastorelas. This
was presented in conjunction with La Virgen Del Tepeyac (which had been
first produced in 1971). Both were added to Rose of the Rancho as annual
events within the town. By the end of the year, it was apparent that
Campesino was moving into its fifth or "think big" cycle. The following
manifesto from Pensamiento Serpentino exemplifies the emerging
philosophy of the cycle:
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We must produce for the millions of people in our popular
audience. Our message-as particular as it may seem or
actually be-must also make sense to the people ancl!or
peoples of this country.
We must produce new works with an eye toward vast
consumption-in other words, go for the greatest possible
public impact and response.
Address the "community" of the nation. Go beyond the
barrio/the chicano movement/and address cities at large. The
state as a whole.
In May, 1977, Luis Valdez was elected to the Board of Theatre
Communications Group (TCG), the organization for non-profit theatre
in the U.S. At the same time, a new version of ElFin Del Mundo was being
created for tour in the American Southwest and Europe (though another
version of La Carpa was actually toured). On October 3 0, the traditional
Mexican celebration of All Soul's Day, El Dia de los Muertos (Day of the
Dead), was prese~ted for the first time. These two entertainments were
added to the other annual events, Virgen, Pastorelas, El Baile de los Gigantes,
and Rose of the Rancho for the purpose of creating a year-round cycle of
presentations which would: (1) allow the members of the San Juan community tore late to the Teatro as members of the audience, ( 2) involve the
community members as direct participants, (3) keep historical information alive, (4) allow Campesino members to explore new styles, (5) bring
in actors from the outside, and (6) be good for business.ls
The guiding philosophical premise of El Teatro Campesino is its continual, and deliberate, process of transformation. The visual image used
to describe the process is a snake which changes its skin once or twice a
year. The philosophy, derived from research into indigenous Mayan and
Aztec religious thought, is called Pensamiento Serpentino (Serpentine
Thought). The "changing of the skin" can be seen both as change for the
joy of change and as a constant upward growth of form. As a theatrical
philosophy, it tends toward the radical and away from the conservative.
In terms of its relationship to dramatic art, Valdez defined Pensamiento
Serpentine as: a dialectical materialistic theatre that believes in God." He
elaborated:
II

The practice of dialectical materialism is the only sure way
of staying ahead of the dead skin. But lest we be labeled as
materialists, let us say that the Serpent (at the point where it is
crawling out of itself) is Spirit. Human spirit, if you will, but
totally free, invisible, and unrestrained, until it grows a thick
skin that must inevitably be discarded.
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Production Style and Content

The performance styles of El Teatro Campesino fall into three broad
categories: (1) actos, mitos, and corridos which are short forms, (2) fulllength plays which are usually historical, and (3) annual street pageants.
The company has sought, through each of these, an avenue toward
higher quality art with the hope that such a movement will result in more
effective politics and more realistic social change. Jose Delgado draws the
following synopsis of this movement:
There are many different styles. The actos, frequently performed outdoors were big and broad. The "mitos," myths,
contained the cosmic element The "corridos" were ballad
forms. The ''Historias'' like Fin del Mundo [The End of the
World) were more realistic stories of persons and events. Now
we are dealing with ~'Theatre of the Perfect Sphere" which is a
synthesis of all previous styles. Brecht was a big influence, but
Shakespeare had a grasp of "Theatre of the Perfect Sphere"
which is in tended to be a popular form. Our "Theatre of the
Perfect Sphere" is a revival of the Shakespearean form in a
Chicano context.
The first Campesino performances were ados, which can be described
as brief skits featuring songs, speeches, rough and stereotyped characterizations, and specific messages designed to provoke the audience
(initially Chicano farmworkers) into political action. The content of the
actos dealt with the major themes of huelga (strike) politics and with the
life situation of the migrant farm workers. These productions were essentially comic and were characterized by a motifofbroad, almost-primitive
slapstick infused with Luis Valdez's more sophisticated ironies.
The ado form declined in importance to the company, and by the time
of this research, Campesino had shifted emphasistofull-length plays and
street pageants and virtually eliminated the form from their repertoire.
The mitos were, like the actos they replaced, short forms which included
a cosmic or spiritual level. To Delgado, ''The mitos were designed to touch
the subconscious and repressed Indio element of the Chicano audience,
the repression of which is fundamentally responsible for the disunity of
the Chicano. Mito is a path of liberation."
This cosmic dimension in the work, which included such characters as
Jesus and Quetzalcoatl and such events as the apparitional visitation of
the Virgin of Guadalupe, was intended to place the Chicano struggle into
a more universal and multileveled framework.
The first mito, Bernabe, produced in 1970, presents a mythic element
when the protagonist, Bernabe, dies and is reincarnated as an appro-
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priate husband of La Tierra (The Earth), a character in the play.
The corridos are sung and mimed playlets based on the folk ballads of
northern Mexico and featuring such characters as the devil dressed in red
with tail and horns. The lyrics of these ballads are frequently altered to
make them more contemporary and socially relevant.
Full-length Plays
The first of the major plays produced by Campesino, The Shrunken Head
of Pancho Villa, was not only the first full-length play performed by the
company, but is believed to be the first production of a full-length play
written by a Chicano. Written by Luis Valdez and initially produced at San
Jose State University in 1964, Shrunken Head is unique among Campesino
works. Based onE uropean forms taught at San Jose State University and
inspired by an interest in ''Theatre of the Absurd," this five-act play predated the actos.
La Carpa de los Rasquachis, translated as ''The Tent of the Underdogs,"
can be described as a combination of ados, mitos, and corridos forms. This
play, which deals with the farmworkers, has undergone considerable
evolution, a major revival, and has been toured internationally. Perhaps
the most innovative aspect of La Carpa is that it was the first full-length
Collective" work of the company.
The title of ElFin Del Mundo, the third ofthe Teatro's major plays, has at
least two meanings. The literal translation is ''The End of the World," but
the protagonist, a Chicano Everyman, is also named Mundo. This, on a
more naturalistic level, transforms the piece into a story about one man
destined to die.
When I saw ElFin del Mundo November 14, 1975, at San Jose State, it
was my first experience with bilingual dialogue. Continued exposures to
Spanglish" showed me how easily the audience adapts to the language,
aided by the communication efficiency of the company itself in delivering
bilingual dialogue.
The last oft he full-length plays to be treated here is Rose oft he Rancho, a
romantic outdoor drama and slambang shoot-em-up written for
Campesino by Cesar Flores. It was first performed by the company in
1971 and designed to be an annual summer event in San Juan Bautista.
The plot follows the dilemmas of the lovely "Rose of the Rancho," Juanita,
who must fend off a land-hungry rascal and decide between two handsome suitors, one of whom is an Americano. She eventually chooses the
gringo boyfriend, thus offering an intriguing de-escalation of anti-Anglo
sentiment and moderation of nationalistic Chicano ideology within the
play itself. At the climax of the play, the Spanish are saved from the
bandits by the arrival of the United States cavalry. This apparent contradiction of Teatro Movement politics caused negative reactions by
members of other teatros present in the audience.
11

11
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Street Pageants
In the face of accusations that the soul of Campesino now resides in
Hollywood, one may counterpose the annual street pageants and programs designed for the citizens of and visitors to SanJuan Bautista. These
dramatic events, presented on a semi-regular basis, deal with the
historical and mythic celebrations of Chicanos. They include Pastorelas
(Shepherd's Play), Posadas, and Las Cuatro Aparidones de Ia Virgen de
Guadalupe (based on the play, La Virgen del Tepeyac), all of which are
presented during the Christmas season.

Future
Campesino's plans for expansion have far-reaching implications for
the company, the Teatro Movement, and the notion of a socially-oriented
theatre. The expansion program has drawn severe criticism from camp
followers, other teatros, and persons devoted to the concept of
Campesino as a leader of non-commercial theatre. They accuse El Teatro,
and especially Luis Valdez, of rank, capitalistic "Hollywoodism." Such
hostility toward Campesino extends back at least to the
Marxist/ spiritualist confrontations mentioned earlier and is coupled with
the trend away from the farmworker audiences.·
The Valdez brothers and a few members of Campesino have performed in or been involved with the production of commercial films;
Which Way Is Up? with Richard Pryor was the first. Campesino took its
new piece, Zoot Suit, to the Aquarius Theatre and Mark Taper Forum in
Los Angeles and to the Winter Garden Theatre on Broadway.
These activities are explained by pointing out that there are two
reasons for the company itself to produce individual"stars," such as
Daniel Valdez. The first is to generate income which benefits the entire
company: a single, high-power member becomes a money-maker fort he
group which in turn supports and promotes him or her. This might
appear to be an unbelievable act of selflessness on the parts of both "star"
and company. But in 1977, for instance, Campesino was raising the salary
of the San Juan Bautista-based company members to at least $100 per
week-through the income generated by these commercial ventures.
The second justification is to create "Chicano stars" who could be inspirational to other Chicanos and provide a superior publicity channel for the
Chicano Movement in the United States.
In the meantime, life and theatre continue in San Juan Bautista.
Campesino remains involved in the annual cycle of community
theatricals, prepares and tours productions, and keeps alive the dream of
a colossal Chicano cultural center. Jose Delgado, El Teatro's historian and
self-described janitor, offered an eloquent summing-up of the criticisms
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and Campesino' s response:
Groups have to change, evolve. You can't limit a theatre. If
it's going to be a true people's theatre, it's got to change with
the people, evolve with the times. A theatre that stays at one
point dies.
People can change. Society can change. We started on the
picket lines to revive faith, hope, and eRergy. This is not saying
that we are the spokesman for the whole Chicano movement,
but we have always tried to stay one step ahead of the politics
of the movement, and as such have had an influence on its
development.
We started in 1972 to inject cosmic consciousness concepts
into work which is real and true in human terms. We made lots
of mistakes and much was unclear at first which caused us to
be accused of being imperialistic and counter-revolutionary
mystics on one hand, and on the other, diabolical and
blasphemousbecausewerelatedChristianconceptstolndian
concepts. But the essences are the same. That's what we were
saying.
Yes, we would now like to make Chicano stars. We can
reach more people through the tube or on film. We want an
American success-critics and money. It is necessary for us to
do a Chicano hit and we can't be afraid to make money just
because it's a new thing for Chicanos.
Our roots are the farm workers and we will never lose that.

Notes
1 "El Teatro Campesino" will be abbreviated throughout as "Teatro" or
"Campesino," according to the usual practice by members of the company.
2
Luis Valdez, Pensamiento Serpentino: The History of El Teatro Campesino (tentative working title]. This is a compilation of notes, poems, scripts, and ideas. Most
are undated and unpaginated. Hereafter referred to as PensamientoSerpentino, it is
being collected by Jose Delgado.
3 Valdez, Pensamiento Serpentino, Spring, 1976.
4 See Valdez, Pensamiento Serpentino, August, 1974. Ed. Note: This account does
not detail subsequent major achievements: the "Zoot Suit" film, the movie "La
Bamba," the theatre and P. B.S. productions with Unda Ronstadt, etc.
5 Luis Valdez, news release, El Teatro Campesino, San Juan Bautista, California, 1975.
6 Ralph J. Gleason, uVital, Earthy and Alive Theatre;' San Francisco Chronicle,
Wednesday, May 4, 1966, p. 41.
7 Sam Kushaur, "Campesino Culture," People's World, Saturday, May 4, 1968,
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p.42.
8 This quote and the next from Valdez, Pensamiento Serpentino.
9 Information sheet, El Teatro Campesino, San Juan Bautista, California.
10 Personal interview with Jose Delgado, SanJuan Bautista, California, June 26,
1977, also the source of the next two quotations.
11
Pensamiento Serpentino, also the source of the next two quotations.
12
Sylvie Drake, "life, Hope under 'La Carpa,' "Los Angeles Times, October 15,
1974, p.10.
13 Arthur Sainer, review of La Carpa de los Rasquachis by El Teatro Campesino,
Village Voice, April 26, 1973, p. 112.
14
Sylvie Drake, "Watching El Teatro Campesino Grow," Los Angeles Times,
October 1, 1973, p. 9.
15 At the time this information was collected Jose Delgado was compiling the
history ofEl Teatro Campesino, Pensamiento Serpentino, mostofwhich consisted of
Luis Valdez's personal memoirs. I am grateful to both Delgado and Valdez for
making those unpublished materials available.
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National Identity and
Binational Migration:
An Autobiography

Jesus Martinez
The author dedicates this work to his parents Jesus and Aurora, as well as his
four siblings aose Manuel, Reynaldo, Rosa Maria, Blanca Aurora) all of whom
have endured his still incomplete education. He gratefully acknowledges the assistance, advice, and encouragement received from Rafael Alarcon, Jorge G.
Castaneda, Andres Jimenez, Carlos Munoz, Alex Saragoza, and the Masiosare
group of Mexican students at U.C. Berkeley. In addition, he thanks past and
present emembers of El Frente Estudiantil Chicano for participating in the
struggle.
I

I.

T

HE process of Mexican migration to the United States has received
considerable national attention in recent years. The passage of the
unilateral and misguided Immigration Reform and Control Act of 1986;
California Governor Peter Wilson's November, 1991, statements
blaming immigrants for the state's fiscal problems; the controversial
exclusion of transnational labor flows from the agenda of the proposed
North American Free Trade Agreement; the June, 1992, killing of a
Mexican at the border by an Immigration and Naturalization Service
agent, as well as the increased presence of anti-immigrant organizations-all exemplify the contemporary domestic significance of Mexican
migration and its perception by social and political sectors.
Yet, while Mexican binational migration once again becomes a
politicized issue, only limited academic interest exists in viewing the
migrants themselves as political beings. To date, there is no significant
work that explicitly focuses on the study of the ideas, organizations,
electoral and non-electoral activities of Mexican binational migrants. 1 In
89

addition, little is known about the relationship between the process of
international migration and the politics of this group.
One may speculate endlessly on explanations for this unfortunate state
of research only to admit that lack of opportunities is not one of them.
Instead of engaging in such an exercise, it may prove more useful to bring
forth the principal reason for my interest in this topic: I am one of these
immigrants.
In studying these matters, I find it useful to recognize the significance
of my background as a Mexican immigrant and acknowledge that, to an
extent, the motivations behind this work lie in my personal experience.
From this perspective, a detached and purely objective academic discussion on the subject matter is both impossible and, I believe, undesireable. I admit from the outset that my interest in politics and my academic
trajectory have been influenced profoundly by life as a Mexican immigrant in the United States. The process of international migration and
politics, at least in my personal experience, are strongly inter-related.
Accordingly, I have chosen to cany out an introspective
autobiographical discussion that may contribute to the elaboration of
appropriate approaches to study this issue. I have chosen to produce an
autobiographical essay to raise a number of important points often
neglected or misunderstood, particularly by non-migrants. The evolution of political consciousness among Mexican migrants is one such issue.
This essay attempts to contribute to its understanding by discussing the
viscissitudes of an individual's consciousness and its relation to the
formation of identity as well as to the complex binational migration
process.
I do not consider my personal experience representative of most
migrant Mexicans. My only claim is that it has not been satisfactorily
addressed by existing works on international migration, Chicano studies,
Mexican studies, political science, or other traditional disciplines. As an
immigrant, I find difficulty in identifying with a good deal of the literature that analyzes immigrants or immigration policies but fails to take into
account the particularities and logic of our way, or ways, of life.
I write also in response to the prevailing views that can be found on
both sides of the international border, particularly among those in power
who also have the legal authority to influence the lives of the rest of us
who constitute civil society. Their views and policies are often shaped by
academic experts whose own views may at times be considered
undemocratic and inaccurate. For example, at a recent academic con:ference dealing with U.S.-Mexico relations, a well known immigration
scholar proposed the establishment of a binational commission composed of leading academic authorities as well as government and private
sector representatives to attempt to help resolve this thorny bilateral
issue. When asked by this author if it was feasible to name Mexican immi-
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grants to such commissions, the so-called expert responded thatit was an
unrealistic and romantic idea.
Earlier, this expert had claimed that Mexican immigrants were
generally conservative and a political I expressed disagreement based on
the dissertation-related research I am conducting on Mexican immigrants living in the Silicon Valley. However, even without the benefit of
the academic research, my personal experience and the contacts I have
had with other Mexican binational migrants would have sufficed to contradict such assertions.
An autobiographical approach is employed in this essay with the hope
that it will contribute to the appropriation of immigration scholarship by
Mexican migrants. With this essay, I want to begin to address the discomfort migrants like myself may encounter when dealing with immigration
scholarship. Outsider scholars write about us and interpret our reality;
we must also participate in this process. 2

n.
My residence in the United States began in the summer of 1971, some
two months before my eleventh birthday. I have resided in the United
States since then, save for a series of trips to Mexico which have varied in
length from one to three months. Contrary to the popular belief about
Mexicans clamoring for admission at the gates of the United States, 3 I had
little interest and virtually no choice in immigrating to this country. 4 My
life in a small town in northern Michoacan, Mexico, was acceptable and
even fun for a child whose activities revolved around family relations,
games, and the local primary school. This way of life was disrupted
because I was born into a family and a community with a tradition of
migration to urban centers in Mexico and to the United States. People
from that region of Michoacan, including paternal granduncles and
uncles, participated in the Bracero Program, a labor accord negotiated by
the United States and Mexico which awarded over five million seasonal
contracts to Mexican workers during its existence from 1942-1964.5
Partly as a result of being in this progmm, some of my relatives sought
and obtained permanent residency in order to continue to be employed
as seasonal farm workers in California.
As one of the younger offspring of a large family, my father saw from an
early age his older brothers, uncles, and neighbors leave the town for
several months each year. His brothers facilitated the acquisition ofimmigration documents once he began to follow in their footsteps in 1961, the
year after my birth. He worked as a seasonal farm laborer in various parts
of California before finding regular employment at a farm in Mountain
View. There, a small, mostly seasonal daughter community6 was being
created by relatives and other paisa nos. My mother remained in Mexico to
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raise a family, which had five children by 1968.
Myparentstiredoflivingasa dividedfamilyandin 1969theyarranged
for the legal immigration of my mother and the two older children:
myself and another brother. We left the three younger children with relatives and traveled to the United States. We arrived to stay at the home of
relatives on the outskirts of Mountain View. My brother and I stayed
there for a week and a half before being returned to Mexico. My mother
remained with my father to work and save enough money to cover the
eventual expenses of bringing the entire family to the United States.
My brief stay in the United States left me significantly less impressed
than an earlier trip we had made to Mexico City to process our immigration applications.
The voyage to the demographic, political, cultural, and historical heart
of Mexico filled my curious mind with nationalistic awe. The official
history that I had absorbed in school and from the nationalist propaganda disseminated by the mass media through radio and television
came to life in wondrous and exciting ways. 7 In the dynamic and tumultuous city of congested traffic, skyscrapers, religious shrines, historical
monuments, and powerful governmental institutions, I encountered for
the first time and in a direct manner the Mexico then known to me only as
an abstract concept.
In particular, my sense of Mexicanness materialized and became reinforced when I left my family and the long lines at the Secretaria de
Relaciones Exteriores office building in Tlatelolco and walked to the
nearby Plaza ofthe Three Cultures. Amazed, I sat on the Aztec ruins and
examined the work of a people I considered my national predecessors. I
imagined the magic of the pre-conquest era and remembered the rich
history of my own hometown, Santiago Conguripo, where, according to
local folklore, the last Purepecha (orTarascan) king was murdered by the
Spaniards. In my hometown! My chest heaved with pride-many
historical and buried treasures probably awaited being discovered by
people like myself. While sitting on the Plaza, I paused to consider how
many museums could be filled with the discovered and undiscovered
treasures of my land
The brief initial experience in California was anti-climactic by comparison. Most of my time was spent with relatives and paisanos. I made
few discoveries other than some new toys, cartoons, and fashions in
clothes. For the most part, however, I felt uncomfortable and out of place
during the stay. The food, even Mexican dishes, had a foreign taste. The
tortillas, strangely prefabricated and purchased in plastic bags, lacked the
rich flavor of the ones my mother prepared daily in Mexico. Every day of
my stay in the United States I longed for the more familiar surroundings
and comfort of my home. My brother Jose Manuel and I returned to
Mexico to live with relatives in Michoacan and Guanajuato for more than
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a year. There, as temporary orphans, we waited miserably with the three
younger children for the return of our parents.
A shortlived reunification finally took place in 1970 when our parents
returned to Mexico. They processed the legalization ofthe three younger
children and left in January, 1971, to return to the United States with
them. Jose Manuel and I remained in Mexico until June in order to finish
the school year. When that time arrived, a paternal uncle transported us
on a tractor through the muddy and inundated road that connected our
town to the nearby cabecera municipal (municipal capital) where we could
wait for a bus to Guadalajara and on to Tijuana, Los Angeles, and Mountain View. As I sat with my brother on boards that had somehow been tied
to the rear ofthetractortoimprovisea seatforthetwochildren, my attention centered on the diminishing homes, elementary school, and church
tower of Santiago Conguripo. I became engulfed with sadness upon
having to leave my town once again. However, I also felt a simultaneous
relief in finally being able to rejoin my family, even if it was in the United
States.

m.
My father's remittances sustained the family and even permitted some
economic advancement, while his periodic absences altered supposedly
traditional family arrangements. Upon returning to Mexico, he and other
emigrados transformed the pace and nature of the town They introduced
new goods, fashions, values, words, and other cultural expressions,
including an appreciation for musica nortena. Families of emigrados
acquired automobiles, tractors, trucks, television sets, record players, and
other modem industrial goods usually out of the reach of most rural folk.
In 1966, for example, I was probably the only six-year-old in the state of
Michoacan with a European typewriter introduced to Mexico from the
United States by a migrant father.
The new television and radio technology financed by the norteizos, as
the binational workers were also known, facilitated the transmission of
U.S. culture through programs produced by Walt Disney and other
foreigners. School age kids like myself also read Spanish-language editions of"Superman" and other comics. The transmission ofthese foreign
products and ideas took place within a national context that provided
some limitations as well as alternatives, as evidenced by my adulation of
comic book heroes like Chanoc, El Payo, the real life wrestler El Santo,
and, above all, Kaliman "el hombre increible" and his young companion
Solin. Nevertheless, this exposure contributed to the acculturation that
children like myself underwent in migrant communities of this type. It
was a socialization that mixed elements of two, still largely distinct
worlds.
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In effect, the strong migrant tradition created in the town an environment perhaps best characterized as binational due to the ample linkages
it had with both countries. Its central characteristic was the continuous
production of people, a binational labor force. The binational workers
were expected to perfonn equally well on both sides of the border and
were destined to make individual and collective contributions to the
development of the two national economies. In this dynamic binational
milieu, while life revolved around the events which took place in our
community and nation, in a gradual manner, the collective concerns of
the community began to include in conscious and subconscious ways
those who had left to go the United States. In the foreign setting, they
sometimes reproduced and flourished, reinforcing and broadening ties
with the mother community by continuous waves oftemporary and permanent migrants.
The consciousness of our binational reality was readily apparent in
economic terms due to our evolving dependence on the migrant's
remittances. However, our binational reality included subtle and complex dimensions which were more difficult to identify, measure, and
understand. We did not fully understand the manner in which the migration tradition began to influence our view of the world and ourselves. An
incident from 1968 provides a case in point
I recall walking in the streets of my town with a young friend who
worked selling fruit-flavored popsicles in a portable wooden box. As we
walked through town, we listened attentively to the radios of the community which loudly reported details of the death of Senator Robert F.
Kennedy. Myfriendandl didnotknowmuchaboutourownpresidentat
the time, yet the U.S. presidential candidate's death impacted us significantly. When we tired of walking, we sat down on a dusty sidewalk to discuss sadly the virtues of the assassinated senator.
It is difficult to explain why my friend and I, and a large number of
people in my town mourned the death of a foreigner. Perhaps we already
considered him or his nation an integral part of our lives. Perhaps we
feared the possible repercussions his death could have on our relatives
and friends working in the north. But what might have been regarded as a
distant and meaningless event was actually a source of immediate concern and worry to us. I am certain that the mothers and grandmothers of
our town intensified their prayers for their absent men during those days.
In fact, one could argue in hindsight that our entire families and communities, not just our workers, were being integrated into the world of
the deceased Kennedy. The northward flow of workers and the southward flow of remittances increased the linkages between the two national
worlds.
Strangely, in contrast to my vivid memories of our concern with the
death of Kennedy and other foreign affairs, I recall not learning about the
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1968 Tlatelolco massacre of hundreds of students by the Mexican
government until years later when I already lived in the United States.
IV.

My parents associated almost exclus~vely with Mexican immigrants
and working class Chicanos when we reunited and settled in Mountain
View, a suburb in the northern region of Silicon Valley. At this time they
spoke little English and did not need to know much more at their places of
work. At work almost everyone else spoke Spanish and was Mexican.
The notable non-Mexicans were the Italian owners and supervisors at the
ranch where my father, his brothers, relatives, andotherpaisanosworked,
as well as the Japanese owners at the nursery where my mother found
employment.
Some parts of the suburban community had a diverse population
which was reflected in the significant numbers of Mexicans, Latinos,
Asians, Blacks, and white students in the public school system my brother
and I attended In certain respects, however, our situation resembled that
of our parents because the great majority of the figures of authority we
faced as students, including teachers, administrators and staff, were
people of European origin. My relations with non-Mexican students
were friendly but not profound; we went our own way at the end of each
school day. 8
The authority figures I encountered at school were generally sensible
and approachable people; a few of them were outright friendly and supportive. My first U.S. teacher was a kind Russian immigrant who spoke
fluent Spanish and single-handedly provided me with a bilingual
environment in the sixth grade before such programs were officially
started in the region
Nevertheless, most other teachers I met during the first three years of
school in the United States were unprepared to deal with the diversity of
their classrooms, even if they seemed to perform to the best of their individual abilities with the minority students. The educational system did
not provide programs that recognized and incorporated the cultural
heterogeneity of the community into the classroom. The teachers and
school system attempted to promote our assimilation according to a
model that had already been denounced as inappropriate by the Black
and Chicano Power movements of the preceding years. The overall
objective of the existing system was to promote the acculturation and
assimilation of minorities and immigrants like myself. Under existing
arrangements, I was expected to pledge allegiance to the Stars and
Stripes, accept George Washington as my founding father, and pursue
the illusory American dream of a home, a middle class job, and two cars in
the garage.
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The process had mixed results with me.
During the morning school ritual, I could not bring myself to pledge a
dishonest allegiance to a national symbol foreign to my experience,
beliefs, and identity. At the same time, I did not wish to offend my classmates or the country I lived in. In a spirit of diplomacy and compromise, it
occurred to me that an ideal solution was to stand silently in attention, to
respect the symbol and traditions of the U~ited States, and, at the same
time, to avoid placing the right hand over my heart, a gesture reserved
exclusively for the Mexican flag and national anthem.
The materials I studied in U.S. history and civics courses were not
entirely new or acceptable. The primary educational system of Mexico
had introduced me to some of the basic issues and figures in the historical
development of the northern neighbor. This knowledge was also shaped
by the offical interpretation of history found in the Mexican textbooks
and the lectures of my primary school teachers. My knowledge of these
matters was refreshed and intensified in Mountain View but it became
readily apparent that the two perspectives often disagreed.
I was unwilling to engage in a debate with everything I found objectionable. Instead, out of an odd combination of defensive nationalism and
individual egoism, I found it easier to appreciate and focus on material
relevant to my interests and to ignore or dismiss that with which I was in
disagreement. In addition, in later years, in order to retain a Mexican
perspective on the education received in the United States, I took to
Mountain View a set of Mexican textbooks obtained in Mexico during a
school vacation.
On other occasions the curriculum of the United States schools did not
appear interesting or convincing. Events that originated with the arrival
of the ''Mayflower'' to the eastern coast of North America and then
followed the independence of the 13 colonies lacked the passion and
inspiration of a Mexican independence movement that began in my own
home region of Guanajuato and Michoacan. Washington and Jefferson
lacked the excitement, heroism, and immediacy of the independence
struggle initiated by Miguel Hidalgo a few miles from my own Santiago
Conguripo.
Similarly, Abraham Lincoln and his log cabin did not match the epic
trajectory of my favorite Mexican hero of the time, Benito Juarez, the
Zapotec orphan who became president, defeated the French, and established a republican government. Besides, Lincoln's emancipation of
slaves had taken place a half century after my own compatriota Jose Maria
Morelos y Pavon had made the same proclamation in Mexico. Vicente
Guerrero, Mexico's second constitutional and first Black president,
provided further evidence to a displaced Mexican youth that, in terms of
social change, heroism, and historical richness, Mexico and Mexicans had
no reason to envy the United States.
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Regardless of the historical accuracy of my beliefs, their existence
suggests that the cultural baggage I carried from Mexico gave me a standard by which to measure the United States. Similarly, my life in Mexico
provided a point of reference to judge the life I led in the new country.
From the time of my initial arrival and eventual settlement in the U.S., I
was consciously and subconsciously juxtaposing, isolating, or mixing
into very particular combinations my two lives and worlds.

v.
I did not find the fictive American dream. I don't know ifl ever actually
searched for it. My own dreams were left behind in Mexico.
I did not know what to expect in the new nation once we reunited in the
United States. Thereafter, my family and I had to improvise and shape
our lives largely without the benefit of the social and cultural infrastructure left in Mexico. Over the next few years, the confidence, pride, and
self-esteem that I had felt in my country and during the first years in California began to fade imperceptibly until none seemed to remain.
This gradual process of alienation was reflected in my academic performance. I was a studious above-average pupil until the time that my
brothers and I were left in Mexico by our parents. From that point on,
school lost its importance and attraction. My attendance and grades
suffered, and I basically dropped out of school during that time. In spite of
the initial language barrier, my academic performance regained normal
levels once we reunited in California. It remained consistently good until
the ninth grade, as I was motivated by the challenges of learning a new
language, enrolling in new courses, and successfully competing against
U.S.-born students. Yeti found it problematic to sustain the same level of
motivation when, year after year, I could not compete with the consumption levels and lifestyles of the students at school. Even many of the less
academically inclined had a standard of living that I considered Iuxurious
and above my reach. It was increasingly hard to accept the apparently
unending problems and frustrations associated with being poor,
Mexican, and an immigrant in the United States.
In Mexico, my status as the older child of a migrant family placed me in
a comfortable position in my community. The money that my father sent
home was combined with income from an ejido plot, hogs and chickens
that we raised, and as mall store that I helped run after school hours. With
these resources, my mother was able to hire girls to help her with
household chores and babysitting, while my father relished financial
independence and the ability to provide an acceptable lifestyle for his
family. My brothers and I competed successfully with our peers at the
economic level. We had money to spend on treats that many other kids
could not afford. We also enjoyed occasional shopping trips to larger
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towns, never missed a weekend matinee in the modest local cinema
located in front of our home, nor were we left desiring a delicious
enchilada dinner at the town's only restaurant
This relatively comfortable status provided confidence. I always held a
strong belief that I would continue to study, obtain a university degree,
and start a professional career. Benito Juarez was my childhood hero and
role modeL Classmates of similar or better skills and socio-economic
status, many of them from immigrant families, held similar beliefs. The
· fact that our town had produced almost no professionals did not disturb
me; I saw successful doctors, lawyers, and merchants in other towns,
while larger cities like Morella and Mexico City presumably offered even
greater opportunities for people like us.
I began to lose such hopes and aspirations after living in the United
States for a few years. Instead of the rural middle-class status I had in my
home town, the United States offered me one of the lowest rungs in its
local and national socio-economic hierarchies. As a result of my migration, I suffered an umber of social, economic, and psychological setbacks.
I was degraded from the status of store owner and patron in Mexico to the
rank of child laborer in the fields and orchards of Silicon Valley. In Mexico
my family hired peones to do work that we could not or did not want to do;
in the United States the affluent of Silicon Valley hired my family to clean
their estates of weeds, trash, and poison oak In Mexico I watched poor
children eat fruit that others had discarded in the streets, in the United
States I was forced to wear used clothing given by charitable organizations to poor families like mine. In Mexico my family and all my relatives
owned homes and land; in the United State we all lived in over-crowded
r.ental properties and labor camps with sub-human living standards. In
Mexico everyone knew me through my paternal and maternal families; in
the United States my family and I were insignificant unknowns. In
Mexico it was naturalfor me to be Mexican; in the United States my Mexicanness was always on the defensive against the prejudice and racism of
even well-meaning whites. In Mexico I was michoacano and mexicano; in
the United States I was labeled Mexican, MexiGtn-American, Mexican
American, Chicano, Hispanic American, Hispanic, Latin, and other terms
which did not always appeal to me. In Mexico I was Jestis Martinez
Saldana; in the United States bureaucrats and others changed my name to
Jesus Saldana, JesusM. Saldana, Jesus S. Martinez, and an umber of other
alien appellations without the accents of the Spanish language. In Mexico
I knew who I was; in the United States at that time, I did not know who I
was or what I was becoming.
VI.

To some exten~ I was helped out of this abyss by a bilingual education
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program, political activism as a college student, and the continuation and
growth of Mexican immigration to the United States.
I came close to flunking courses in high school toward the end of the
ninth and through the tenth grade because of intensified alienation
accelerated by the relocation of the family from Mountain View to a
working class barrio in East San Jose during the second half of my
freshman year in high school. During my third year, the new school that I
attended started a bilingual program for immigrants and Chicanos and I
enrolled in some of the classes. Immediately, school became more comfortable because it provided in an institutionalized setting a peer group
that shared many of the social characteristics and problems of adaptation. Unlike the social composition of the college prep courses that I
usually took, the new bilingual classes were almost entirely filled with
Mexican immigrants, Latinos, and Chicanos.
In this environment, barriers were reduced for students like myself by
allowing us to communicate and do their work in the language of our
choice. I studied harder, improved my grades, and, with an enhanced
confidence, enro 11 ed two years later in the department of political science
at Santa Clara University, a private Jesuit university with a tradition of
educating the children of local elites.
An important reason for enrolling at the private university was the
desire to prove to myself that I could perform at least as well as the
valedictorian and two or three other top students from my high school
who enrolled there. Most of my Mexican schoolmates who graduated
from high school entered the labor force on a fulltime basis, a few
enrolled in junior colleges, while one of my best friends, an intelligent
student with a near perfect grade point average, returned to Mexico and
worked at a CONASUPO store, in large part because his illegal status in
the United States prevented him from entering a college and receiving
financial aid.
The university was predominantly white, middle-class, and conservative. Less than ten per cent of the students were Mexicans or Latinos, and
a small proportion of these came from public schools and low income
families. A decade before my arrivaL Chicano students had organized
themselves and formed El Frente Estudiantil Chicano, an activist
organization dedicated to the promotion of university reforms and
increased ties with the region's working class, Mexican-origin community. After achieving some important gains, El Frente underwent a
transformation which paralleled the overall evolution ofthe Chicano student movement. 8 By the time of my arrival in 1978, the Chicano students
were in a state of retrenchment against the assaults of an administration
intent on eliminating or reducing the achievements of our
predecessors.
The latent dissatisfaction with life in the United States, the
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claustrophobic, hostile, and racially tense environment at the university,
as well as the radical ideas I studied in and outside the classroom, all contributed to transform me into an activist student by my sophomore
year.
My closest friends at the university were Mexican immigrants and
Chicanos, although a sincere and respectful relationship developed
between myself and my initial roommate who was of European origin.
My relations with other white students were never admirable. In many
instances the university environment became intolerable because nonMexican students in my dorm would express their displeasure with my
presence, and that of Chicanos in generaL by signs in the dorm's
restrooms and elevators and on my door. The racial hostility intensified
existing ties among the students of Mexican origin and led tom y gradual
acceptance of the Chicano identity as a complement tom y Mexicanness.
The Chicano identity, as an expression of a political awareness, did not
seem incompatible with my deeply ingrained Mexican nationalism.
In fact, I found in the university an opportunity to improve my knowledge and understanding of Mexico by taking courses and reading. I
regained and intensified my appreciation for everything Mexican, perhaps to a point of exaggeration because I began to adopt chauvinistic
views as a defense against racism. More than ever, I romanticized life in
Mexico.
After a year and a half of confrontations and battles with an intransigent administration, as well as a campus life devoid of an effective
Mexican or Chicano presence, some friends and I began to look for a way
out of what we thoughtofas our living hell My solution was to apply for
transfer to a private Mexican university with close ties to the United
States in ord erto facilitate a return to Mexican life. I was admitted and Ieft
for Mexico to take the admission exams a month before the scheduled
start of my third yearatSanta Clara U. I arrived in Mexico, visited the university, took the exams, and returned to California a day later.
The Mexican university was too expensive and, after visiting the
campus and speaking with some of the students, I did not find the
environment appealing. The majority of Mexican students I met were
fascinated with the United States. Many saw their admission to the university as an opportunity to establish ties with the northern country and
obtain scholarships to study at U.S. universities. Their consumption patterns and interests appeared identical to those of thew bite middle class I
faced in California. Moreover, many behaved as snobs and opportunists.
Disillusioned, I couldn't see myself going from a bad environment to one
which could conceivably be worse.
On the flight back to California, I reconsidered career and life goals. It
occurred to me that in certain respects a return toM exico was a bad decision because many ofthe nation's problems were a result of the nature of
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its relationship with the United States. I reasoned that concerned individuals like myse If could probably make more significant contributions
to the resolution of these problems and the improvement of conditions
for other binational migrants by working toward the establishment of
more equitable and socially responsible bilateral relations.
More importantly, I realized that a growing number ofm y relatives and
paisa nos were leaving Mexico to work as temporary or permanent immigrants in California. By this time a larger number of both paternal and
maternal members of my family worked in California It did not seem
clear to me how my return to Mexico would end or significantly alter this
process. My family and communities like mine were becoming .
increasingly binational with the passage of time. Whether I lived in
Mexico or the United States, I would never again enjoy having a unified
extended or perhaps even nuclear family. The migrn tion process doomed
the people I loved to separation by distance, time, and memory.
My conception of Mexico could not remain static, out oftouch with the
developments! was beginning to discern. Mexico itself appeared to me to
be no longer defined by existing international boundaries. According to
this new outlook on life, Mexico was found wherever Mexicans, like
myself, existed. In fact, we were Mexico. As productive human beings, we
could attempt to recreate wherever we went those aspects and elements
of Mexican life which we appreciated and required. This recreation could
be facilitated in places with large Mexican concentrations, like San Jose.
On the flight back to California, I reflected with pride on the periodic
trips I had made to Mexico, the ease with which I was able to assimilate
back into Mexican life, and the transformations San Jose and the Silicon
Valley were undergoing as a result of an increased Mexican presence. In
places like San Jose it was becoming easier for new and older Mexican
immigrants to function. The Mexican presence was changing San Jose
through a growth in numbers and an intensification of social, economic,
and cultural linkages to individual migrant communities and the Mexican
nation as a whole. I began to perceive San Jose, Santa Clam University,
and the United States as sites of a struggle to change and humanize
environments hostile to people like me.
Even with this change in attitude, however, I continued to believe that
my physical absence from Mexico was temporary, for an indefinite period
of time that on occasion over the past few years has felt like a despairing
eternity. Furthermore, the growth and intensification of binational
linkages suggested that the work and activities of Mexican immigrants in
the United States would inevitably lead to the transformation of our
homeland.
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Notes
1
One of the most interesting studies I have found is Don T. Nakanishi's ·~sian
American Politics: An Agenda for Research," Amerasia, Vol. 12, No. 2. Nakanishi
argues that, in addition toe lectoral and non-electoral political activities of Asian
Americans in the U.S., the following non-domestic issues are also relevantto their
study: (1) the transnational activities of Asian Americans in relation to Asia; (2)
the transnational activities of Asian homeland governments and quasigovernment institutions in local U.S. communities; (3) the impact of bilateral relationships between the U.S. and Asia on Asian Americans; (4) the influence of
Asian Americans on U.S.-Asia affairs; and (5) the ways "in which international
processes and policies involving the flow of people, money, goods, and ideas
impinge on the political behavior and status of Asian Americans'', pp. 4-7.
2 To my knowledge, the overwhelming majority of studies of Mexican immigration have been carried out by non-immigrants. This work may thus be uncommon but not unique. Two useful Mexican immigrant autobiographies are Ernesto
Galarza's Barrio Boy. (Notre Dame: University of Notre Dame Press, 1971) and
Ramon "Tianguis" Perez' Diary of an Undocumented Immigrant (Houston: Arte
Publico Press, 1991). America Is in the Heart (Seattle: University of Washington
Press, 1973) byCarlosBulosanofthePhillipines isa powerful account of a Third
World immigrant in the United States. It did not beoome obvious until the completion of a first draft of this essay (in 1989) that it bears some resemblance to
Bulosan's work. If in fact similarities exist, they are obviously unintentional.
However, I find it important to admit havi.itg been strongly impressed when I first
read Bulosan's book years ago under the direction of historian Ron Takaki.
like these works, this essay is really a reconstruction or reinterpretation of the
past. Several weaknesses can exist in works of this nature, not the least of which
are distortions, selectivity, and possible errors due to a lack of field notes.
An insightful recent work by Roger Rouse develops a biography of a Mexican
family from a sending community in Mexican Migration to the United States: Family
Relations in the Development of a Transnational Migrant Circuit (Ph.D. Dissertation,
Stanford, 1989). Rouse's work is the most successful to date in understanding and
presenting from an outsider's point of view what one may call a binational
migrant family's way of life.
3 As suggested in works such as Nathan Glazer, ed., Clamor at the Gates: The New
American Immigration (San Francisco: Institute for Contemporary Studies, 1985).
Glazer's work concludes with a frightening nativism which views Mexican and
other oontemporary non-European immigrants as threats to the economic, social,
and ideological fabric of the United States.
• This point suggests that not all immigrants are in a position to weigh the
benefits and disadvantages of migration to another country. Thus, international
migration is not always a rational economic decision subject to global push-andpull factors.
5 Jorge A. Bustamante, Espaldas Mojadas: Materia Prima para Ia Expansion del
Capital Norteamericano (Mexico: El Colegio de Mexico, 1976), p. 15.
6
The ooncept of daughter or satellite settlements has been presented in recent
immigration works. For an excellent discussion see Douglas Massey et al., Return
toAztlan: The Sodal Processofinternational Migration from Western Mexico (Berkeley:
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University of California Press, 1987), particularly pps. 153-171.
7
The role played by the educational systems of Mexico and the U.S. in the
political socialization of their respective students is discussed in Jorge G.
Castaneda and Robert A. Pastors Limits to Friendship: The United States and Mexico
(New York: Vintage Books, 1989). The importance and influence of the private
Mexican television industry are analyzed by Raul Trejo D elarbre, coo rd., Televisa:
El Quinto Poder (Mexico: Claves Latinoamericanas, 1985).
9 An excellent analysis of this political evolution of Chicano youth is the study
by Carlos Munoz, Jr., Youth Identity, Power: The ChicanoMooement (London: Verso,
1989).
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A Chicano
Commencement

Juan Oliverez
The Sixties: The Big Picture

T

HE 1960s were a time of turbulence, a time of change, a time of
excitement and hope that a new age was dawning. Some called it
the "Age of Aquarius''-a time of peace and brotherhood. The optimism
of the period was ushered in by a youthful President, John Fitzgerald
Kennedy. He was encouraging the American people to work toward a
rich and meaningful future. Mexican Americans formed a "Viva
Kennedy'' campaign and helped him become the first Catholic to be
elected President oft he United States. Since Kennedy's margin of victory
was so small, Chicanos took credit for having played an important part in
his election. They were committed to seeing him succeed To many, he
had demonstrated in his campaign a genuine concern for the plight of
Mexican Americans.
In time, however, we learned that President Kennedy was more committed to winning the Cold War against the Soviet Union than integrating Chicanos into the mainstream. He encouraged large increases in
expenditures on national defense and space research. Yet his policies and
those of his successor did affect Chicanos. At his behest, Congress
devoted millions of dollars to education in the name of promoting
national security. Subsequently, President Johnson initiated the Great
Society, aimed at poverty in America. These two major spending efforts
opened up opportunities for Blacks and Chicanos.
For people of color, the events of the 1960s stimulated a change in
tactics and strategies, from accommodation to militancy and from
integration to self-determination. Into the late 60s, Chicanos lacked significant participation in higher education, in the upper echelons of the
workplace, or at any level of the political world-locaL state, or nationaL
Moreover, Chicanos suffered discrimination in housing and, more
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importantly, had little hope of escaping their poverty.
The Vietnam War that raged during the late 60s and into the 70s
sacrificed Chicanos to "keep America free" and "spread democracy."
Some Chicanos believed that America's proclamations were authentic.
Some hoped that serving their country would encourage the United
States to treat Chicanos as full-fledged Americans. Chicano students
were forming their own organizations and movements that eventually
protested the war and the draft.
In the belief that one Chicano's experience can illuminate this decade
of struggle and change, I offer these reflections. I had a participant's
perspective on the Chicano student movement, especially the events
associated with the Mexican-American Student Confederation (MASC)
and its successor, Movimiento Estudiantil de Aztlan (MEChA) and rely
on this participation, which gave me firsthand knowledge of the key
members and leaders of the Chicano student movement, to understand
and appreciate the student activist experience.
The individuals interviewed for the larger study from which this essay
is taken appeared confident and hopeful that I would provide a fair and
honest appraisal of Chicano student activism because they had known
me as a participant and confederate in the movement at San Jose State. 1 I
tell this story not only for all those who made the Chicano student movement possible, but for those who can learn from our experience.
A Personal View
In late September, 196 7, I began my education at San Jose State. I was
accepted about a week before the beginning of classes, having graduated
in June from Hartnell Junior College, now simply Hartnell College. In the
Spring and Summer, 1968, I was employed in the first Chicano Educational Opportunity Program (EOP). Eventually, I came to serve as a
recruiter, tutor, counselor-aide, Master Tutor, and Head Counselor with
EOP. I also taught part-time in Mexican American Graduate Studies
(MAGS) and Sociology.
I served in various positions within the Chicano student movement at
San Jose State, including Students for the Advancement of Mexican
Americans (SAMA), MASC, MEChA Los Estudiantes de Azthin, and La
Familia from the spring of 1968 until the summer of 1973. I began as a
member of SAMA, which was mainly a social group. By Spring, 1968, I
had been recruited by MASC to work on the walkout by Chicanos from
the regular June graduation exercises-the ~~chicano Commencement."
In the fall of 1968, I served as a contributing editor to Chicanos en
Pensamiento, a student publication for Chicano students. I was also for
several months part of Mexican cultural dance troop, affiliated with
MASC. later, I gravitated to another MASC group, Teatro Urbano de
MASC.
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In Spring, 1969, I was elected to the student counciL which propelled
me into a leadership role at San Jose State. I served as the coordinator of
the Progressive Student Coalition (PSC), a Third World coalition dedicated to electing people of color to student government In August, 1969,
I organized the September 16 Chicano liberation Day, which was
organized as a walkout of the schools in Santa Clara County. The program went so well that I was asked to coordinate the September 16 walkouts in 1970 and 1971.
In May, 1970, I was elected president of MASC and, following my
suggestion, the organization changed its name to MEChA, in accordance
with the Plan de Santa Barbara, a Chicano student manifesto. The San
Jose State chapter of MEChA had its 20th anniversary in 1990.
While I had little political or organizational experience before I went to
San Jose State, I had been influenced by an earlier genemtion of leaders,
in my case three older brothers, Manuel, Albert, and Peter. All were
veterans of the Korean War and beneficiaries oftheGIBill, which made it
possible for them to graduate from Hartnell College. Starting around
1966 or 1967, my brothers received a federal grant under the anti-poverty
program to put poor people to work. The progmm also provided
Chicanos with the resources to develop employment, educational, and
housing opportunities. In addition, my brothers became involved with
the Mexican American Political Association (MAPA). They invited me to
their meetings and activities. My interest in and concern for the Chicano
community grew as their efforts expanded from social service to social
action
I was aware of their work, but at the time I thought my brothers were
too conservative but certainly sincere in their efforts to serve their community. They had been born during the Depression; they saw our parents
lose five children and were conscious of the ravages of poverty. Like
many other Latinos, they had been transformed in the 60s, turned their
backs on the Democratic Party, and become Republicans. As Korean War
veterans, they believed that America owed them the same opportunities
that white America was receiving.
My parents, Albert and Frances, an uncle, Emiliano, who lived with us
most of his life, and my other four brothers, Joseph, Louis, Frank, and
Martin, and two sisters, Mary and Margarita, gave me additional support
to develop confidence and security. I remember coming home with long
hair and a mustache; after a little ribbing my family accepted me, longhair
and all. They have always supported me.
My father died in August, 1962,after havingspentmostofhislife in the
fields as a farmworker and sharecropper. After he died, we left behind
our life as strawberry pickers and moved into town" (Salinas), but we
still did farm work during vacations and the summers; for example, I
spent Summer, 1967, working in the fields until school began
11
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In Spring, 1967, a Chicano youth leadership conference was organized
under the auspices of MAPA for the local high schools. The Mexican
American Youth Association (MAYA) was formed by the local MAPA
chapter to organize the event. Students from the local high schools in
Salinas and Gonzales, and from Hartnell College helped plan the event
As the reluctant representative from HartnelL I was, at 21, one of the
oldest and held a senior position despite having little organizational
experience. We planned a second and final Chicano leadership youth
conference for Spring, 1968.
When I enrolled at San Jose State in FalL 1969, my primary apprehensions concerned the Vietnam War in general and the draft in particular.
Many men students were afraid they would be inducted to fight a war that
they did not support Students attending an institution of higher education were granted 2S (student) status, which meant that if they made
satisfactory academic progress twoard a bachelor's degree they would
not be drafted for five years. In Summer, 1967, however, the Selective
Service Board decided to convert the 2S status to 1A. Suddenly all male
students in college were eligible for the draft But nationwide protests in
Spring and Summer, 1967, led once again to college student
exemptions.
In addition, in Fall, 1967, while white faculty and student radicals were
protesting the role of ROTC and the Dow Chemical Corporation in the
war in Southeast Asia, I witnessed the brutality and Gestapo-like tactics
of the police and tactical squad at San Jose State and the University of
California at Berkeley. I came to realize the truth of Malcolm X's statement that the South begins at the Canadian border, as Black students in
San Jose protested discrimination in housing, fraternities, the curriculum, sports, and other college activities.
By Spring, 1968, I wanted to join MASC, the organization that was
generating pride in being "Chicano." It was at this point that the term
Chicano" took on a militant, political, and cultural meaning. But they
demanded that you prove yourself before being permitted to join, or so it
seemed to me as an outsider. So instead I joined SAMA, because I knew
many of the members through my Spanish courses. At the same time, I
decided to quit my job at Lockheed, even though it paid $2.50 an hour. I
worked 20 hours a week, while taking 16 or 17 units at the college. For
me, this was the easiest and best-paying job I had ever held. All my previous work had been in the fields. My duties at Lockheed were to perform light help," which meant removing flyers and other materials from
the various bulletin boards. Even though my job had nothing directly to
do with themakingofweapons, I believed thatlcouldnolongerworkfor
an industry that played such a crucial role in the war.
With no job but with my rent of $27.50 a month paid, I decided that I
could do more than my studies. Some Chicano students told me that a
11
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107

campus outreach program needed volunteers to recruit Chicano students to the college. By Summer, this volunteerpositiondevelopedintoa
paying job with the first Educational Opportunity Program (EOP) at San
Jose State College. However, within weeks of being hired, MASC asked
me to walk off my job to pressure the college to meet Chicano student
demands. I did By this act, the door opened to my participation in the
activities ofMASC. From the 1967 protest of"A Day ofConcem"-afilm
that later included the experience of both Chicanos and Blacks in the
college-to the 1968 Chicano Commencement, staged as a protest of the
regular spring graduation exercises, and in the watershed of activities,
events, and programs that followed, I joined with other students in a most
exciting time in the history of this nation and in our individual lives.
From a reluctant student leader, I evolved into a full participant in
Chicano student activities that opposed the draft and encouraged an end
to the war; that promoted student power for Chicanos and other students in the governance ofthe college; that supported the farm workers's
struggle to form a union, to boycott grapes and, more importantly, to
improve their working conditions; that promoted Chicano curricula,
support services, and other programs within the college; that promoted
culturaL educationaL and political involvement in every aspect of American life. Chicano students struggled for self-determination and cultural
identity. Culture was taking a more consciously significant place in the
lives of Chicanos; the students among them took their culture as a point
of departure for a frontal attack on America's values, particularly
capitalism and the Protestant ethic.
A Historical Pem pective

On November 1, 1967, Chicano students at San Jose State protested
the showing of a faculty-sponsored film titled "A Day of Concem.'11 They
demanded thatthe film, which depicted the plight o fB lack students at the
college, not be shown unless it also included a discussion ofthe situation
faced by Chicano students.
The film was a faculty response to charges by Black students that they
had suffered discrimination in gaining admission to fraternities and
sororities and in obtaining student housing near campus. The Chicano
students, however, wanted the college to acknowledge "that [only] two
per cent of San Jose's population [was] Negro while 20 per cent [was]
Mexican-American" and that, in essence, Chicanos were "the largest
minority, and, in fact, the most deprived" After four meetings in one
week between the Chicano students and representatives of the administration, Dr. Robert D. Clark, president of the college, announced the postponement of the film: "The rescheduled program ... will attempt to adequately show the discrimination which has been directed against
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Mexican American students." After a delay of approximately one month,
the film was revised and shown.
This occasion marked the first significant direct protest by Chicano students at the college. As a consequence of this conflict, President Clark
established a "committee of community relations''-later, the Committee
on Mexican American Affairs (CMAA) -to maintain a dialogue between
the college and Chicano students and the Chicano community.
During much of the time covered in this essay, the campus was in
turmoil and not from Chicano protests alone. From the academic year
1967-68 and onto the 7Os, Chicano-inspired events took place with other
events-suchasoccupationofthe President's office by faculty, a strike by
parts of the faculty and student body, dispersion by tear gas and billy
clubs of war protesters gathered at the administration building. San Jose
State was territory on which a struggle for control of higher education
was waged.
Mexican American Student Confederation
A lull followed conspicuous militant activity on campus until late
Spring, 1968, while Chicano students took part in other campus and community activities. Then, May 28, MASC held a "Chicano UberationRally''
featuring the Teatro Urbano, which performed a play called ''The
Chicano Commencement'' which portrayed a racist graduation
ceremony. The rally featured appearances by Cesar Chavez, President of
the United Farmworkers Organizing Committee (UFWOC); Harry
Edwards, a professor of sociology, who in 1968 was teaching part-time at
the college and organizing a boycott of the Olympics by Black athletes;
and student and faculty supporters.
After the rally, the Chicano students marched to the office ofPresident
Clark and issued six demands: 1. Graduation ceremonies scheduled for
June 14, 1968, must be postponed. 2. "Uberation Workshops'' on Chicano
culture must be taught as a requirement for graduation 3. Diplomas for
all June graduates must be withheld until completion of workshop
studies. 4. Chicano experts must be hired to conduct the workshops.
Experts like: Dr. Octavia Romano, Professor, U.C. Berkeley; Dr. Arturo
Cabrera, SJS; Sophie Mendoza, United People Arriba; Bert Corona,
MAPA; David Sanchez, Brown Berets; AI Juarez, SUMA; Corky
Gonzales, Crusade for Justice, Denver; Sal Candelaria, Black Berets;
Sonny Madrid, New Breed; Dr. Emesto Galarza; and Cesar Chavez. 5.
President Clark and all department heads must attend the workshops or
resign 6.A Chicano Institute and Cultural Center must be established by
Fall, 1968.3
When President Clark refused to postpone the graduation
ceremonies, 4 indicating that the college was already meeting the needs of
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minorities at San Jose State, the Chicano students threatened to peacefully disrupt the graduation exercises. They got the idea of disrupting the
Commencement exercises from Students for a Democratic Society
(SDS). Daniel Hernandez, president of Student Initiative (SI) and later
president of MASC, recalled, '1 remember reading that SDS had fucked
up a Commencement exercise. We were going to go and disrupt the
Commencement We put out a three to four page rationale."
The students, who met with the administration several times between
May 28 and June 13, gained no immediate concessions onanyoftheirsix
demands." On June 13, however, the College announced the hiring of
Ralph Poblano, a Mexican American, as ombudsman. This was perceived by the students as an indirect response to their demands. At the
regular commencement, June 14, the Chicano students staged a peaceful
walkout, moved behind the stadium to the track, and held their own
"Chicano Commencement'' ceremony.
In the next several months, MASC gained recognition for the
Committee on Mexican American Affairs (CMAA) to function as an
advisory committee and to review and screen all hiring of Chicano faculty
and administrators involved in Chicano programs. In addition, MASC
convinced the Presidenttoreplace an Anglo director, Robert Witte, of the
Educational Opportunity Program .(EOP) with a Chicano, Alphonso
Espinoza More importantly, the President allowed the CMAA to select
the new director fort he Chicano component of the EOP; there were to be
two directors-a Black and a Chicano.
MASC also achieved partial concession on another of its demands,
which was to control the appointment of a director of the Chicano Institute. Because Chicanos were not involved in the selection of the director,
Manuel Guerra, whom President Clark appointed, Guerra was
persuaded to resign.
The efforts of MASC also led to creation of the Mexican American
Graduate Studies (MAGS) program and of the School of Social Work,
with its emphasis on work in the Chicano community.
II

Student Initiative
From May through September, 1968, MASC was involved in direct
confrontation with the college to create greater access to and participation in college life for Chicanos. The Chicano students were surprisingly
successful, given their miniscule enrollment atthe College (perhaps less
than 1 per cent). MASC had evolved from Sl, the first Chicano student
organization at San Jose State, founded in the fall of 1964 and in 1967
emerging as a radical Chicano group.
Armando Valdez, one of Sl' s founders, recalled.
Student Initiative was sort of an SDS [Students for a
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Democratic Society], SNCC [Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee], farm worker-type of organization with a lot of
influences. Our slogan was that "si" with the accent meant
"yes." Yes we could make it [In Spanish "si" without the
accent means "if."]
There were two central issues. One was reflecting on our
own personal experiences and on how we stumbled into
college and the need for role models. And the other thing was
organizing a support group for the farm workers. The goals
were essentially to improve the situation and increase the
enrollment of Chicanos. 5
Some of the activities of SI included talking to local high school students and informing them about San Jose State and serving as role
models to demonstrate to other Chicanos that they, too, could attend
college and succeed.
One of the first major activities of SI was the establishment of LEAP
(Latent Education Advancement Program), an extension of the effort to
create access to the college for Chicanos and precursor to the EOP
(Educational Opportunity Program). Some of the students recruited by
LEAP for Fall, 1967, were later active in Chicano student activities with
both 51 and MASC. Of the students admitted through LEAP, most were
from the San Jose area and had attended San Jose City College.
In Fall, 1967, a more radicalized 51 "picketed the San Jose Selective
Service Board ... protesting the overwhelming percentage of Mexican
Americans killed in Vietnam." This group also initiated the protest about
the film, "A Day of Concern." Tactics included direct action, such as
picketing, holding rallies, boycotting meetings or classes, and organizing
student walkouts from high schools.
These activities, which were designed to and did gain the attention of
the administration, the faculty, and the Associated Students at the college,
had a significant impact on other students, as well. The greatest influence,
however, was on Chicano students. For most Chicanos, the activities that
they were witnessing were new and shocking. Chicanos were unaccustomed to seeing other Chicanos confront the system directly. Chicano
student leaders were pointing out that Chicano students should accept
responsibility for serving the Chicano community. Like other students,
Chicano students were often concerned with getting a degree and, eventually, a well paying job. Norma Fierro, a former student activist, recalled
that "the mentality of the students was get your degree, get out, and that's
it, say goodbye." Activists, on the other hand, called upon Chicano students to commit themselves to work for change and self-determination
on campus and in the community and to maintain dignity and pride in
their heritage and culture.
Daniel Hernandez played a key role in the change in attitude and
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approach of Chicano student activists. The coordinator of MASC in a
region that included the Bay Area and Fresno, Hernandez was one of its
chief spokesmen FalL 1967, to FalL 1968. A strong, charismatic leader, he
was able to engage Chicano students in a dialogue about their role. He
assumed a strong leadership role in the 1967-68 academic year and was
influential in the evolution of SI into MASC.
Hernandez was influenced by Armando Valdez, a founder of SL
According to Norma Fierro, Armando was one of the key people in
terms of ideas." Hernandez remembered Valdez as "running'' Student
Initiative and having a "sociological or social worker'' influence on the
organization He also recalled that when Student Initiative decided to
picket the local draft board, ''That was the first conflict that I remember
between the most 'militanf approach versus the influence of Armando
and his idea of 'working within the system' and coming out militant" To
Juventino ("Tino'1 Esparza, a student activist, "Armando Valdez was the
[main] influence over SI!' In addition, Espana noted that during the
Chicano Commencement,
Armando Valdez ... was going to be the person that was
going to be getting the rhetoric together. In other words, he
was going to be coming up with the rationale for the press
releases.
Hernandez and Valdez were the prime movers of the militant, radical
stage of the Chicano student movement. Working together when they
met at San Jose State, through SI, they continued the liaison after MASC
assumed a radical direction While they were both activists, Hernandez
was perceived as "the doer'' and Valdez as "the thinker."
11

Students for the Advancement of Mexican Americans
In Spring, 1968, a group of students dissatisfied with the new, more
militant direction of MASC formed a moderate organization called Students for the Advancement of Mexican Americans (SAMA). Greg Rios,
the president of the organization, stated that "SAMA represents the
majority opinion of Mexican American students at San Jose State."6 He
went on to explain that:
Our group does not want to be violent. We believe things can
be accomplished through due process, and that our complaints will be heard through our legal system. We're not
trying to topple militant leadership at San Jose State ... however we feel the majority wants moderation
SAMA lasted less than a semester. Although its primary function was to
serve as a social organization for Mexican American students, it did trywithout success-to convince the college to hire a Chicano instructor and
to create a course on Chicanos. Its attempts to develop a scholarship fund
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yielded several hundred dollars from a taco sale held on International
Day in Spring, 1968.
During the spring semester, SAMA tried to rival MASC, possibly in the
belief that MASC's approach was inconsistent with Chicano efforts to be
accepted within the system. Eventually, some of SAMA'sleaders, such as
Humberto Garza, Alphonso Espinoza, and Juan AntU, joined MASC for
the protest of the graduation ceremonies. Garza later played an instrumental part in the establishment of the Mexican American Graduate
Studies Program. laterG arza became the director of the Chicano component of the EOP. By Summer, 1968, many SAMA members had joined
MASC, and most of the SAMA leadership and membership came to acknowledge that Chicano students needed to promote a united front
Ideology of the Chicano Student Movement
By Spring, 1968, MASC had shifted its attention from the college to the
community. The students were convinced that they must remain connected to the Chicano community and that they should not isolate themselves on the college campus. MASC helped organize a student walkout
at Roosevelt Junior High School in San Jose, because here was an opportunity to make changes in the educational system 1 They also worked to
establish Chicano curriculum and employ Chicano instructors at San
Jose City College. MASC had also begun to publish El Machete newspaper and had circulated a periodic pamphlet, La Palabra de MASC
(MASC speaks). later, MASC received funding from the Department of
Labor to establish the Chicano Information Center, located at the comer
of Oakland and San Antonio streets in East San Jose, where information
about higher edueation could be disseminated among Chicano youth.
Norma Fierro recalled,
We started working in the community with the young kids,
with people in the community and doing a lot of organizing
and talking about Chicano history and how the students
should be looking towards going to college and [also] talking
about Tijerina and Corky Gonzales.
Daniel Hernandez recalled even more grandiose expectations for the
center:
We started El Machete newspaper and we did some organizing
of walkouts in the high schools. We started some Chicano
Studies-type things where Chicanos could bring their
materials-at Overfelt [senior high], Roosevelt [junior high],
and San Antonio [elementary] schools. Just little communitytype things. And we decided that we were going to try to put
together Octavio Romano's concepts in the social sciences
and our own political activities and do something that would
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somehow pressure them into implementing some of the
concepts. We wanted them [Chicano concepts and ideas]
placed into the curriculum of the university, into various
departments. Change the departments. A big order. In
essence, change the course of the social sciences.
According to Armando Valdez, the newspapers and pamphlets were
used by MASC to state its goals and philosophy,
explicitly as propaganda. Propaganda in the sense that you get
to counter the information that institutions, including the
mass media, were disseminating to our people, to llgabachos''
(Anglos), and to other people as well.
The ideology that MASC developed was a combination of radical
thought in the Chicano movement, the Black civil rights movement, and
the white anti-war and student movements. Combining these ideological
currents and dmwing upon the spirit of student uprisings throughout the
world, Chicano students demanded an active role in the determination of
their lives. They conveyed to the college that they were no longer going to
allow themselves to be ignored and that they were going to demand their
rightful place in the institution. This situation drew attention to the need
for a unified front to redress the problems of Chicano college students. In
addition, it called on Chicanos to demonstrate pride in the recovery of
their cultural values and mores. By working together as "camales''
(brothers) and "camalas'' (sisters), MASC believed that Chicanos could
gain self-determination at the college and in the community. In addition
to its ideology, MASC's activities changed the way in which Chicanos
interacted with the educational institutions and served as models for later
struggles.
During Spring, 1968, these concepts underlay MASC's activities. But
the organization had not yet begun to present its ideas in a tightlypackaged, coherent manner, as later was to happen through newsletters,
pamphlets, newspapers, actos (theatrical performances), mllies, and
demonstrations.
The March, 1968, issue of La Palabra de MASC declared:
The sounding board of the Mexican American Student
Confederation is ''La Palabm de MASC," a student-oriented
publication aimed at exposing Chicano students throughout
the nation to an ideology which bears a history of self-sacrifice
and demands the honor of self-determination. And exposure
is the key word, for it is initially through consistent, effective
propaganda that the reality of this nation's sickness can be
attacked ...
Seveml months ago, a group of concerned students
conceived and developed an organization, whose comerstone would be the concept of ''La Raza Unida" This is the
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belief that all Chicanos have a common identity through their
ethnic likeness, regardless of socio-economic background.
Also the Bato [the guy] in the Barrio, the suburban factory
worker, and the Tio Taco [Uncle Tom] who has "made ir' are
our brothers by race. However, '1...a Raza Unida" was not seen
merely as a cry of unity, but the realization that only united can
we win the Greater War, the war for human dignity.
The spearhead of this movement for social revolution is the
Mexican American Student Confederation (MASC), an
organization which recognizes that only through a
philosophy of action can social change occur. The confederation, with chapters from Berkeley to Bakersfield, is composed
of students who recognize the futility of lip service and who
are unselfishly committed to '1...a Causa" in order that
posterity will benefit
The materialistic, racist pig who has oppressed and
exploited minorities for four centuries must be sensitized to
pain; and it is the function of MASC to see that this is done,
either through psychological sabotage or whatever means
necessary in order to establish a society in which justice is
truly possible.
In summary, MASC was proclaiming that its goals involved a call for
unity ('1...a Raza Unida''), support for the Chicano movement ("La
Causa"), and for justice. It also stated that these goals could only be
attained through "action" and that there could be no limits to the means
used to attain these goals.
The May, 1968, issue of La Palabra de MASC, titled "Chicano Liberation," attacked San Jose State and the educational system in general for
perpetuating "racism and oppression and an inadequate education."
Furthermore, it stated,
Young Chicanos, in whose veins flow the life-blood of our
people, are dedicated to the task of bringing down the tower
of ignorance, the tower of injustice-the perpetuator of
despair. MASC is therefore working all over the Southwest to
gain support from the Chicano community in its battle against
the educational system.
Thus, MASC was defining the premises of the Chicano student movement in the'College. Chicano students were supposed to work to change
the educational system because of its role in perpetuating "ignorance,"
"injustice," and "despair."
While promoting the idea of taking whatever means necessary to
accomplish their goals, in fact, however, the organization negotiated. For
example, in the protest against the commencement exercises, the threat
was that members would seize the microphone and speak to the crowd of
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thousands. However, on June 13, the day before the commencement,
MASC decided to de-escalate its tactics because of the death of Robert F.
Kennedy, a respected figure in the Chicano community, and agreed to
limit to 80 participants-students, faculty, and community-those who
man:hed from Spartan Stadium to the college track to conduct their own
counter commencement After further negotiations with P.resident Clark,
it was agreed that no students would be arrested. In other words, MASC's
demands were negotiable, to a degree.
Influence of National Chicano Leaders
MASC was influenced by national Chicano leaders to take its cultural
heritage more seriously. "Corky" Gonzales of Denver, Colorado, taught
of the importance of recovering Chicano cultural rights whiles triving for
justice ("La Raza Primero'?. This teaching made the members of MASC
suspicious of any and all coalitions, whether with whites or other minorities. This influence infused the student movement with a decidedly
nationalist sentiment
Cesar Chavez, the president of the United Farm workers Union, contributed a sense of commitment to the cause. MASC accepted the need to
commit themselves to the farmworker because they were overwhelmingly Chicano, and, therefore, Chicano students throughout the
country participated in the boycott of grapes and the picketing of stores
that sold non-union grapes.
Jose Angel Gutierrez, the founder and leader of La Raza U nida Party in
Texas, made MASC aware of the importance of the electoral process. In
Crystal City, Texas, the Raza Unida Party elected a majority to the city
council and to school boards in the county. Even though Crystal City was
a small town of approximately 10,000, it seiVed as a symbol for the
Chicano movement of what was possible through the electoral
process.
To many, however, Reyes LOpez Tijerina was the most exciting of the
four major leaders. A charismatic speaker and former Pentecostal
evangelist, he argued that the Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo, which
marked the conquest of Mexico by the United States in 1848, promised to
respect the property and cultural rights of Mexicans. He believed that
Mexicans had been denied their land rights. In 196 7, when he attempted
to regain these lands by force, he was arrested and spent more than a year
in federal prison. To Chicanos, his message was that they were not immigrants but a conquered people and as such had historical claims to their
culture and land here in the United States.
The activities and rhetoric of these leaders provided the Chicano
movement with much of its ideology. However, through analysis and a
synthesis of their own experiences, Chicano students developed an
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ideology that was more militant and more radical than that of their
national leaders and definitely more radical than that of some local
leaders. In fact, the students attacked the cultural chauvinism, political
cannibalism, provincialism, anti-intellectualism, and cooptationproneness of some of their local leaders.
Self-Determination: Community Control or Empowerment
At San Jose State, Fresno State, San Francisco State, UCLA, UC
Berkeley, and other colleges and universities, Chicano students helped
develop Chicano studies programs. They also organized statewide student efforts and maintained lines of communication with student and
community groups in the Southwest. For example, MASC supported the
efforts of Mexican students who had been gunned down in Mexico City
in 1968 during the Olympic games by holding an all-night vigil at the
Mexican Consulate in San Francisco. 8
The ideas espoused by MASC at San Jose State defined the Southwest
(Aztlan) as occupied land and argued that since the Mexican American
War, Chicanos had been exploited economically, oppressed politically,
and degraded socially. This exploitation, their argument continued, had
been accomplished by using Chicanos as cheap labor, by preventing
them from gaining power in their communities, and by trying to convince them, psychologically and educationally, that they were inferior,
especially with respect to their language and culture.
These major concerns of Chicano students were seen as relevant to the
Chicano community. However, since the Chicano students were
involved in higher education, their explicit goals demonstrated a
preoccupation with educationally related issues.
El Plan de Santa Barbara: MEChA
In 1969, Chicano students from throughout California gathered in
Santa Barbara to develop a plan of action to clarify the functions and
direction of the Chicano student movement
The ideas expressed in ''El Plan de Santa Barbara" were shared at San
Jose State College by MASC, which was soon to adopt the name of
Movimiento Estudiantil Chicano de Aztlan:
MEChA is a first step toward tying the student groups
throughout the Southwest into a vibrant and responsive
network of activists that will respond as a unit to oppression
and racism and that will work in harmony when initiating and
carrying out campaigns of liberation for our people.
. . . It is the function of MEChA to further socialization and
politicization for liberation on all campuses ... The student
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movement is to a large degree a political movement and as
such must not elicit from our people the negative responses
that we have experienced so often in the past in relation to
politics, often with good reason. To this end, then, we must
redefine politics for our people for it to be a means of Liberation ... In addition, the Chicano student movement is more
than a political movement, it is cultural and social as well. The
spirit ofMEChA must be one of hennandtzd [brotherhood] and
cultural awareness.
. . . MEChA must bring to the mind of every young Chicano
that the liberation of his people from prejudice and oppression is in his hands and that this responsibility is greater than
personal achievement and more meaningful than degrees,
especially if they are earned at the expense of his identity and
cultural integrity.
MEChA, then, is more than a name, it is a spirit of unity, of
brotherhood, and a resolve to undertake a struggle for liberation in a society where justice is but a word MEChA is a
means to an end 9
The Plan suggests a course of action:
. . . some general areas in which MEChA can involve
itself ... are: (1) policing social and governmental agencies to
make them more responsive in a humane and dignified way to
the people of the barrio; (2) carrying out research on
economic and credit policies of merchants in the barrio and
exposing fraudulent and exorbitant establishments; (3)
speaking and communicating with junior high and high
school students, helping with their projects, teaching them
organizational techniques, supporting their actions; (4)
spreading the message of the movement by any media available; this means speaking, radio, theaters, television, local
newspapers, underground papers, posters, art, in short
spreading propaganda of the movement; (5) exposing
discrimination in hiring and renting practices and many other
areas which the student, because of his mobility, his articulation, and his vigor should take as his responsibility. It may
mean at times having to work in conjunction with other
organizations ... Do not let loyalty to an organization cloud
responsibility to a greater force- La Causa.
The Chicano student movement as defined by the Plan did not confine
itself to educational issues, but claimed to work for the liberation of the
entire Chicano community.
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Institutionalization or Cooptation: MAGS, EOP, and MSW
From Fall, 1967, until Spring, 1969, Chicano students continued to
make a difference both on campus and in the community. In that short
period, their activities led to the establishment of a Chicano studies program, MAGS; a Chicano Educational Opportunity Program, a Chicano
School of Social Work, a Committee on Mexican American Affairs, and
greater access for Chicanos to the college. The Chicano students proved
that the university would respond to their needs if they were organized
and could mobilize support.
What the students could not do, however, was ensure that the programs would maintain a philosophy that included self-determination for
Chicanos and an understanding and appreciation for Chicano social and
cultural needs. Instead, in short order, the college set out to mainstream
these programs, and the Chicanos wound up losing controL In the end,
the Chicano student activists chose to become more involved off-campus
and to leave the college programs to the Chicano administrators, faculty,
and staff. While the Chicano caretakers of these programs were no match
for the larger institution and were not able to establish control over these
programs-for in a bureaucracy all the components are expected or
required to fit into the system-the caretakers nonetheless did well to
ensure the survival of these programs.
EOP, Mexican American Graduate Studies (at San Jose State Chicano
faculty never insisted on the name Chicano Studies), and the School of
Social Work all continue to serve Chicano students and community even
though Chicanos are not in charge of them. Chicano student activists
from the period agree that these programs have all performed necessary
functions in the college, especially for Chicanos. Many now realize that
self-determination ·within an institution that we do not control is
improbable if not impossible. Chicano student activists made important
contributions to San Jose State even if they did not ~~Iibera te" it. Changing
the institution is a process that continues.
In the end, the combination of demographics-Chicanes becoming a
majority or a larger minority-and of professionalization of their leadership will determine how effective Chicanos are in changing the social,
political, cultural, economic, and educational institutions of this nation.
Meanwhile, the years of intense organization, theory-building, and
action from 1967-1970 left their positive mark both on the institution of
San Jose State and on the Chicanos, as a group and as individuals.
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''Other''

Santos D. Rodriguez

T

HE educational system in California has undergone tremendous
changes since the sixth decade of this century. Anyone who lived
through that period was hard pressed to know exactly what was going on,
as both teachers and students tried to grow into new roles that were
expanding at a frightening pace. I am a product of that era and let me
dispel a myth; most kids in America did not go to Woodstock, smoke
dope, or live in Haight Ashbury. Most of us stayed in school, did our
homework, and took tests, as we muddled through life.
I remember with great clarity the test booklets that we had back in the
60s, when the categories for race were White, Negro, Mexican, or
"Other:' I thought I would be cute and mark that I was "Other:' For this
act, I was sent to the principal's office and asked to explain why I hadn't
colored in the box for ''Mexican:' I told him that I wasn't Mexican, that I
had been born here and that since there hadn't been a place for '~meri
can;' I thought I should choose "Other:' He failed to find the humor in my
decision. When I refused to change the designation, I got five swats and
he changed it for me and then sent my parents a note that said I was being
disrespectful in class, for which I got more swats at home. Most parents of
Mexican ancestry demand respect for authority figures, whether they
deserve it or not.
Those were the days when corporal punishment was allowed in the
schools, when every morning started out with the pledge of allegiance,
Fridays were always meatless days, you could still say that Christmas was
the celebration of the birth of the Christ child, and it was also when you
got your mouth washed out with soap if you were heard speaking
Spanish in school. Considering that I went to school in the San Joaquin
Valley, in Fresno County to be exact, can you guess how many kids got
soap in their mouths every day? Hell, the white kids could swear and just
get a chewing out by the teachers, but say one word in Spanish and off
you went to the principal's office. It got to where the ''Mexican" kids were
in greater fear of the teacher and principal than of the wrath of God. We
learned English much the same way that it was taught to the Blacks, the
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Indians, the Chinese, or any other ethnic group-it was force-fed. You
unlearned your native tongue in the process.
Years later, I was still checking the "Other'' blank whenever I took tests.
Sometimes I was called on it, more often I was ignored. That was worse
than getting swats. I had something to say, although I really didn't know
exactly what it was at the time. Then along came a change in classification
from 'Mexican" to 'Mexican-American" and I started to circle the
"American" part of it, for which I was given a grade of '"F" several times for
Failure to Follow directions. But I wasn't stupid, so when I took the SAT
exam I put whatever they wanted. By the time I went to college, the
designation had changed again-to "Spanish Surnamed" so I went back
to "Other!' Even though this category was an improvement on some of
the others, I had a principle to uphold.
When I was in the Marine Corps, the designation changed once more,
this time to "Chicano." I remembered that Chicano had been a derogatory
name when I was a young kid, so again I marked "Other:' My drill
instructor gave me private Karate lessons while explaining the necessity
of my conforming to his requests to follow directions. Several years later,
upon my return to college, I stared at a test paper that wanted to know if I
was a Caucasian, Afro-American, Hispanic, etc., etc. I couldn't find
American anywhere, so I marked "Other." I was told by the Proctor that
"Other" was reserved for those minorities which were so small in
number that they didn't have their own category. He must have meant
Americans.
So, over the years I have seen a myriad of names come and go. Sometimes it seems the designation has changed more often than you refry
beans at a taqueria. Mexican, Hispanic, Latino, Mexican-American,
Chicano, Spanish Surnamed, and a few others that can't be printed, but
the "Other" category saved the day for me. Someday-and I hope I'm not
too old to care anymore-there will be a category for "American."
In one of the La Raza classes that I took during the 70s, I was asked why
I couldn't be satisfied to be called a Chicano. I said that I look at it this way:
My family has been here for more than 50 years. We have had family
members serve in most of the wars and police actions, paid our taxes,
voted, added to the melting pot, and suffered along with everyone else
when the national tragedies have struck. How much does one family have
to give before we can be called Americans?
I have never been ashamed of where my parents came from or of the
languages I speak. The point I am making was stated well for me when I
went to Mexico several years ago. The Mexican immigration officer said it
over the loudspeaker as we started to line up at the counter: '1f you were
not born in this country, you are not Mexican. Don't tell me you are Italian
or German unless you were born in those countries. If you were born in
the United States of America, you are American. Do I make myself clear?
YOU ARE AMERICAN!"
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Parable of
the Two Frogs

Diane M. Schaffer

C

OMMUNITY ties-relationships with kin and friends-are likely
to determine the quality of life for a low-income family with
children in the United States. Unlike most other Western nations, the U.S.
provides little institutional support for parents and does not consider
children to have an entitlement. 1 Therefore, in order to survive, lowincome parents must often depend upon a web of relatives and friends
for informal exchanges of money and assistance. 2
Half of all low-income households with children are female-headed. 3
Unless there are other contributing adults, these families present the
worst-case scenario for household resources: maximum demand
(children) and minimum resources of income and adult time. Whereas
wealthier households may purchase emergency services, such as home
care for a sick child whose parent(s) are employed, a low-income single
mother has no such option. She must depend upon the voluntary assistance of relatives and friends; otherwise, if she stays home to care for the
child, she may lose her job.
Clearly, then, a single mother with a number of relatives living nearby
and with a strong cultural tradition of kin support and exchange, may
have an advantage over one who lacks a similar situation During the past
two decades, studies of Mexican American communities in the Southwest (including Santa Clara County, California) have found that
''Mexican Americans have more tightly-integrated local extended
families than do Anglos."4 In comparison to an Anglo family, a Mexican
American family is likely to have many more relatives living nearby and
to visit them and exchange goods and services more frequently. "Even
immigrant Mexicans," says Susan Keefe, "who have experienced disruption of their kin group due to migration, surpass Anglos in the number of
relatives living nearby and their frequency of visiting kin." 5
One may ask, then, about the comparative status of a Mexican Ameri-
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can single mother. Does she experience a better support system than her
Anglo counterpart? Is she happier, better able to provide for her
children? Does a kin-based support system buffer her from the debilitating depression found to be common for Anglo single mothers? Or does
her status as single mother result in exclusion from kin support and
exchange? These questions formed the core investigation of the San Jose
Single Mother Study (SJSMS), funded by the National Institute of Mental
Health in the early 1980s.
The SJSMS research team interviewed 136 single mothers of Mexican
and Mexican American background (and a comparison sample of 100
Anglo single mothers) in the single mother ghettos of Santa Clara
County. We found that second, third, and fourth generation Mexican
American single mothers did indeed have more kin support and lower
levels of depression than their Anglo counterparts. However, many of
the single mothers who had been born in Mexico presented a
dramatically different profile: they were deeply depressed and had little
kin interaction. A further contrast was also striking-virtually all of these
women born in Mexico specified their marital status as "deserted" rather
than divorced, separated, or never married. 6
Later the research team came in contact with a 2 9-year-old, single
mother who had come from Mexico just three years previously. Her story
helped us better understand both the vulnerability of these women and
the crucial role of community ties in their survival.
It should be noted that her story also illustrates an international
phenomenon, namely, disruption of families who are essentially
economic refugees. It has been primarily men who first move into
migratory labor pools. But whether they are Turks and southern Italians
going to Germany or Algerians going to France, the women they leave
behind must function for long periods as single parents and often are
deserted before their children are raised. Women who follow their men
into migration must struggle to raise their children in the lowest
economic fringe of urban communities. They face overt discrimination
and may find their residence status becomes illegal when their husbands
leave them, an occurrence which is all too common under the stresses of
marginal existence. In the United States, they become "invisible,"
exploited workers, women with a special problem: they are not legal residents of the U.S., yet they have children to raise, some of whom may be
U.S. citizens.
11

Money for land of our own''

Ana Maria Lucero's story began in northern Mexico, in a small town
which served as the center for a large agricultural region which
prosperity had bypassed. A few small industries at the edge of town
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employed as many as 2,000 workers in assembly jobs.
Ana was the firstborn child of an auto mechanic and his wife. Her father
died on his 3Oth birthday, leaving his wife with six small children to raise.
Ana did well in school but often remained home to help younger siblings
while her mother worked to support the family. She completed four years
of secondary school, including some secretarial training, then
surrendered to the needs of her family, becoming their full-time
homemaker.
At age 22, Ana fell in Iove with Manuel Martinez, 24, a native son of her
town who had been working on the migrant labor circuit in the United
States since age 12. She agreed to prove her lovell for him by accompanying him to the U.S., living as his wife without benefit of legal or religious ceremony. He offered her a dream: someday they would return to
Mexico with money enough to purchase their own farm.
Ana worked alongside Manuel, gathering crops throughout the
Western United States. She soon became pregnant. When the time drew
near for the birth of their child, Manuel took Ana back to Mexico, leaving
her in the care of his parents.
11

Just before my son was born, I was taken to Mexico and left
there. He just told me that ... in about three months he would
return ... to bring us back again. In the beginning, he was
sending me money every month. I could not have supported
myself if I had been in a house, alone. But I was at the house of
his parents ...
ManueL however, did not return in three months-and several more
months passed with neither money nor word from him. Ana grew
uncomfortable remaining with his family, knowing that she and her son
put additional strain upon the family's meager resources. At this point
she first grappled with the difficulties of the single mother role. Had she
been deserted? Was Manuel's family obligated to her in any way? If so, to
what degree? Did it matter that Manuel and she had not been married in
the church?
Ana selected a coping strategy commonly employed by both the
Mexican American and the Anglo single mothers in our study, but more
often by Mexican Americans: she returned to her family of origin. 7 This
action did not, however, in her mind signify acceptance of abandonment:
.... I did not feel so bad [when Manuel stopped sending
money] because I did not believe that I was abandoned. I
thought that he would return.... And if someone said to me,
''What is happening is that he has left you," [then I would say]
"No, he said he would return." Always I was waiting....
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Ana led a lonely life, behaving properly according to local norms for
married women, especially those with children. Despite the extreme
economic pressure, she did not seek employment, even after her baby
was born. She believed Manuel would arrive momentarily, and she did
not want him to feel dishonored.
In Mexico, the situation of married women, it is very difficult. A woman marries and she has no rights, not even to
work, not without the permission of her husband. Never can
she go to work outside her house. More recently, in some
places, yes, but we could not leave our houses to go out to
work nor [pause] even think about studying ... that was
almost a bad word [laugh] to think about saying.
"Listen, may I go study such and such, go out three
hours to study or one hour to study?"
"What!? What would you be doing outside of your
house? You are married! You stay in your house with
your children, that's all, see?"
So, that was my situation during those first months ... I could
not go out and I did not try to go study or go to work.
Nothing ... in my house and that was all....
In her mother's home, life became strained. Younger siblings resented
sharing scarce food and clothing with a new nephew. Ana's mother, tired
from long days of house-cleaning, tried to make the best of it. An additional problem faced Ana, for as an unmarried mother, she found herself
ostracized by both married and single women. The few former acquaintances who would speak with her had but one message: ''You fool, can
you not see he has abandoned you?"
Second Journey to the U.S.
Manuel did return to Mexico. When their son was ten months old,
Manuel found Ana and insisted that she go back to the U.S. with him. His
delay, he explained, had been entirely due to the need to save enough
money to get Ana and the baby over the border safely.
Ana wanted to remain in Mexico. She asked Manuel to stay, to use the
money he had saved and to make a life for them in their hometown. But
when Manuel pointed to the lack of jobs, she found no other way to offer
him hope, and so she and the baby returned with him to the U.S.
In just two months Ana again suspected she was pregnant. Just as
before, Manuel insisted on taking her to Mexico. This time they went
directly to the home of Ana's mother. And with no delay, Manuel
returned to the migrant labor circuit.
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... he did not say he was going to leave me. He only asked
them to take care of me for a while, because he was going to
return.
But Ana had learned from her previous stay at her mother's home how
difficult it would be financially, so she tried immediately to get a job.
When I had just begun my pregnancy, it was very difficult to
find work there because, for one thing, there are not so many
jobs. Another reason is that, where there was work, where I
could have had work ... there are a lot of people, how should I
say it.... For example, if I looked for work in a store, in an
office with the little bit I know how to type.... For this same
job I was applying for, there were probably ten, 15 young
women, with good appearance, with no problems, compared
to me, to me who was pregnant, who was un ... married and
all that. So for me there was no job ... even though there was a
job, but for me, no.
So, I spent all this time without a job, and feeling thatl could
not even earn what I was eating at the house. And me without
being able to do anything, witi1out being able to, well ... ask
for much.... If they gave me something, good. If not, I could
not ask for more. If I saw that my child needed something, but
that it was not something absolutely necessary ... welL I had
nothing....
Seven months passed, and Ana gave birth to a second son. There had
been no word from Manuel for several months. In retrospect, this was a
watershed in Ana's development of a single mother support network. For
although she maintained that Manuel would soon return for her, immediate economic realities were pressing, and the emotional stress of her
uncertain status was increasing with every week without word from
him.
Ana's strategy for obtaining financial support was to supplement the
assistance already provided by her mother by obtaining employment
outside the home. Sixteen days after the birth of her second child, she
began to look for work. Luck was with her, and a job was found quickly.
But who would care for her sons while she worked?
The problemofchildcarefor her sons was solved byhermotherandan
adolescent sister. Her mother reduced her work hours, and her sister
reduced her school hours, thus creating a "home team" which freed Ana·
to bring home a paycheck. The apparent benefits of this solution-both
increased household income and ongoing care for her childrennevertheless masked significant costs. Perhaps most important in the
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long-term her sister wasp laced at increased risk o fl ife-longp overly with
each reduction in school attendance. Here is evident one of the most
common mechanisms through which poverty is transmitted through
generations as a kin group struggles to survive.
But the immediate cost to Ana, and one that she experienced as an
acute source of stress, was the surrender of her authority as the mother of
her children to the authority of her own mother. As an example of her
frustration in the face of her mother's incontrovertible authority, she told
the following story:
No way would my mother even hear of the children getting a bottle! The baby had to be nursed with breast milk. And
it was very hard having to breastfeed, go to work, run back
again when we had lunch break, run home. They are very
poor places there where I live. There are not so many buses,
and it is far. So you have to walk, see? You have to walk every
place-downtown, church, courthouse, whatever, you walk
Well, I had to RUN FAST to go and feed my baby.
Fortunately for Ana, serious disagreements with her mother were few,
and the considerable tension caused by the breast feeding controversy
soon faded into a family "funny story." But many of the single mothers in
the San Jose Single Mother Study who had returned to their families of
origin described disagreement with their parents-particularly over
discipline-as an overwhelming source of stress and a primary motivation for leaving to establish an independent nuclear household, even
when their finances were inadequate. 8
Even given the full support of, even sacrifice by, her family of origin,
Ana still could not earn enough to set aside money for crises such as the
often-required medical care for sick children. She, like most low-income
single mothers, had only the benevolence of her community ties to help
her respond to emergencies. Based on the norm of extended familism, we
would expect that, after the resources of parents had been exhausted,
siblings, and then more distant relations, might contribute. 9 But in Ana's
family, the siblings were too young to contribute financial support, and
the extended relations seem not to have maintained a close relationship
with her mother. One may speculate that, through her long widowhood
of raising six children, Ana's mother may have exhausted the willingness
of her network of kin to give assistance which could never be
reciprocated. Thus, the response of Manuel's family took on added
importance. Of his parents, Ana says,
At first ... when they ... understood that he had left me ...
I do not know if he spoke with them or because they saw he
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was not coming.... I don't know. They began to help me in
small ways, but yes, they were helping me.
But later on ... as the months went by, it was like they
thought ... that it was my fault that he had left me. Or maybe
he gave them a powerful reason why he left me.... The first
thing was they stopped helping, you see? Sometimes-my
son was small and my sisters would take him there where they
lived, so thatthey could see the little boy. If the boy had wornout shoes, they would buy him shoes. H the com or bean
haiVest was in, they used to send me a sack of beans. Simple
things like that It wasn't anything like, well, they give me 15
pesos a week. It was when we saw each other, or the kids were
taken there.
But later on, that all stopped. And they never said anything
about it But I noticed when I would go to visit them or to ask
them about this man, if he hadn't written, if he hadn't sent
money, something. . . . [they were] very dey, very short with
me, see? Not very communicative.
If I asked them, it was only, Well yes.n Or, "No, I don't
know. Who knows?" Before it was, "Ah, come on in, how have
you been? Look, the little boy is so big! Who does he look
like?" No more. If they were standing by their front door or
leaving their house, and I was walking by, they would forget
something and go back inside, you see?
11

The response of Manuel's parents illustrates how paternal kin support
often erodes over time, particularly when the father has not married the
mother of the children and is not actively involved in raising them. On the
other hand, an older, married sister of Manuel became Ana's most loyal
source of financial and emotional support:
The one who is his sister-yes, she did help me, poor thing.
And I felt like it was a big help, because she was in a very bad
economic situation, VERY bad. And nevertheless, she was the
one who helped most. There were times when I was still
pregnant, and I could not wor~ that she would drop by the
house, and m yson had been sick. Well, I had no money to take
him to the doctor. And this woman would come by and (ask],
'What happened?"
[I would say], "Well, you see, my son is sick, and I have no
money." And she gave me money for the doctor.
This woman used to wash other people' sclothing.... What
money did she have? She washed other people's clothes, and
she had five little ones, and her husband worked as a mason,
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but they didn't have enough for themselves.... She used to
come and give me 15 pesos from her wash earnings. It meant a
lot to me that she gave that to me, because I knew that she
didn't have enough. [Even though it was so little] I felt like she
was trying to [help].
Four Years in Mother's Home
Ana was to spend four years living as a single mother, in the home of
her own mother. The uncertainty of her status as a single motherwhether Manuel might any day return-greatly compounded the difficulties of emotional adjustment to a new role.
Crucial components of mental health for any single mother are acceptance of the termination of her romantic relationship with her children's
father, self-identification as a single mother, and development of an effective support network. If she is living in a social milieu in which her status
is a negative one, the stress is greatly increased, for at least two reasons.
First, she is deprived of much social companionship. Second, the normal
self-doubt and painful''blame assessment" which follows the breakup of
an important relationship is accentuated by the negative evaluation of her
reflected by the community. Particularly in the first year of separation,
she is at high risk for debilitating depression. 10
In order to move through this adjustment period to an optimistic, selfaccepting resolution, the single mother needs at least one crucial community link: a confidant who, she feels, truly understands her. In needing
this kind of social support she does not differ from a wide range of other
persons facing crises such as cancer, unemployment, or disability. 11 Yet a
single mother usually finds that the first year brings a tremendous disru ption in her social network; divorce or separation may have severed
friendships and kin support, and reduced economic circumstances
usually force her to change residence. 12 A real friend, a true confidant, can
be hard to find. Perhaps it is not surprising, then, that for the women
interviewed, mothers and sisters often became the most important
confidants. 13
In the case of Ana and her mother, Maria, an unusually close relationship had preceded Ana's departure with Manuel. Perhaps Maria's early
widowhood and Ana's status as the eldest daughter encouraged a special
closeness between them. But when Ana first returned home with a baby,
their relationship underwent a painful transition.
Before I was with him, my mother and I used to go out
together, you see? If there was some movie, I mean a good
movie, like "The Three Hawks," my mother and I would go
out She and I used to go out like that and it was that she felt,
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like ... well, I think she felt proud to go out with her daughter,
because daughters did not like to go out with their mothers.
And one of the others would say to her, "Mother, will you let
us go to the movies?"
''Daughter, I would like to go with you."
'~h, no, then, I will not go."
The girls did not want to go because my mother was going to
go. But with me it was different. So, she felt happy that her
daughter was going with her. But afterwards, during the first
year I was alone, and I tried to go out, even if only to the
movies, my mother would say, 'Why don't you take one of the
girls?"
"It's a good movie, Mother!"
'1 do not feel like going to the movies. I am very tired." And
she started to not want to go anywhere with me. She did not
want people to see us out on the streets together. I guess she
felt ashamed. I do not know. She never said to me, "I am
ashamed."
But Maria became Ana's only true confidant, and she did her best to
help Ana grapple with the difficult realities of her situation
And then time passed, and more time passed, until finally
they understood very well. My mother understood very well
that I had been abandoned, even though in the beginning I
would not admit it Time went by, and [she said) "I get the
feeling he abandoned you."
"No! What are you talking about?"
"Yes, but that man is like that, he is irresponsible, he does
not calL he does not use the telephone, doesn't send money,
doesn't write, nothing."
Other times she was angry. Yes, she got angry, because it
was hard for her to support us. But, she would even say it was
my fault, because I really did know that he had left me, and I
did notwanttofaceupto it. ... Inotherwords, Iwasa fool ...
and how could I keep on loving him, loving him and he did
not love me? For me, that was not possible.
I spoke . . . about the whole thing, well, only with my
mother, because she was ... well, she was the person closest
to me. I could not, like, talk about it, or try to get a decent
response frommysisters, because theywereyounggirls, they
had not been married ... they had never been through a situation like mine ... my mother either, but she was a woman who
had seen a lot in her life.... She did not have the same experi-
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ence as me, but she had also felt the separation from my father
when he died. So, I felt that she understood me more, and she
was the one I talked to the most about it.
She tried to help me, but I felt nothing, I did not feel like she
was really helping me [laughs] .... I would tell her what was
going on and what I felt, and then she would say, Well, you
shouldn't worry. Why are you tormenting yourself? He is not
worth it. You should just live your life separately... :' And I
didn't like that ... I didn't want that. In other words, I was not
accepting that I was truly abandoned ....
In order ... for my situation to change, a lot of time had to
pass. There was nothing new that could help me to ... like ...
to change, or in other words, as they say, in cases like this,
"time is the best medicine" .... As time passed, little by very
little, so very slowly ... it started getting into my head that it
was no use, there was nothing else to do. I was alone, and I had
to begin to try to live alone. [I had to] do somethingforthe ones
who were here, and for myself as well. Only with years, it's the
years. And always, always maintaining hope that maybe, one
day, he will come. Maybe one day he will write. And that was
what, I think, what did not allow me to let go of my foolishness, of being stuck at my mother's house, because six or eight
months went by before a letter came. Whatever that stupid
little letter said-even though really it said nothing-for me it
showed I was right to go on hoping.
But little by little, more and more time passed, until I
thought I was cured. All right, that is behind me. But, no,
almost four years passed before that happened . . . not the
third year [as bad as] the first, nor the fourth like the first, but
from most to least, until finally, everything passed.... I feel
encournged and now I don't care if he comes or not, whatever. But [in truth] I was just waiting, waiting.
11

Third Trip to the U.S.: End of a Dream
After four years had passed, and without any advance warning,
Manuel returned. He told Ana that he had saved almost enough money to
buy farmland near their home town. Wanting to believe in him, Ana
accompanied him on excursions through the countryside, looking for
land they might buy. After two weeks, Manuel left again for the U.S.
. . . He was just going to take care of things, sell his car, take
thethingshehad [in the U.S.] back [to Mexico]. Thenamonth
and a half went by, and he did not telephone or write or any-
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thing. I was waiting, waiting....
If he wrote me a letter, I answered. If he didn't write again, I
didn't write, you see? And that is where I told you there are
many opinions. Some say, "You are very proud, you are at
fault." [I thought] well, is it true? That I have not done all I
could have, that I am just waiting for him to beg me ... to look
for me ... that I never give anything?
So, I called by phone. And, ah, I asked him what was
happening ... was he not going to [come back to Mexico to
farm] after all?
And he said, "No, things aren't the way I thought I will not
have enough money to start working [in Mexico]. I can't
[come back]:'
So, I said, "I want to go there [to San Jose, California]. I
don't want to stay here any more because my children are,
they are not so little anymore. They are not so small as when
you left us, but now they need their father more than before,
according to what I have seen in them. They want us to be
together, and I do too."
So, I asked him if I came to the border, would he come to
pick me up. He said yes. And that is what happened I came to
the border. I sold some pots, the iron, everything I could sell of
what I had there in the house, to get together enough money
for my fare, because he sent nothing for the fare. I came by
myself [with the children]. I arrived in Tijuana, and he came
for us. He got us in a la brava [illegally], with no permit,
nothing.
And, uh, once we were here, we spent, what was it, about a
month and a half very happy. And he even commented that he
did not think we were going to get along well. He thought we
would not, but ... he felt very happy.
While living with Manuel, Ana was relatively safe, for Manuel had a
"green card" and a regular, salaried job. They lived in a small wooden
house in a Spanish-speaking neighborhood of downtown San Jose. Ana
stayed home, caringforthetwo boys, while Manuel dealt with the larger
world. Thus, neither Ana's lack of legal immigration papers nor her
inability to speak English, presented a problem. ''But it only lasted until
we found out that I was pregnant again. You see? Then, in about three
months everything fell apart," Ana said. In the midst of a fight with Ana
over how much moneywas needed for food, Manuel stormed out of their
home-and did not return. Through a friend-a workmate-who lived
on the same block, Manuel sent enough money for the next month's rent
and some groceries. This friend's wife, Stella, became Ana's sole com-
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munity link, and she took it upon herself to get donations of food and
clothing for Ana from her own network of relatives.
Because Ana knew that Manuel was still living and working in San Jose,
she waited in hope of reconciliation. But as weeks grew into months, her
hopes for reunion dimmed, and despair over her predicament grew. At
this point Ana joined the most exploitable pool of labor in the world: the
undocumented immigrant. She asked Stella what manner of employment mightbeavailableandobtaineda lead to a home"factory"in which
computer components were assembled. Workers were paid cash by the
piece. No benefits, no questions asked. She left her name and asked to be
called when there was an opening.
Other than Stella, Ana had only one community contact: the priest of
the Catholic church that she had been regularly attending. When she
began to think Manuel might not return, she asked the priest for help.
I was looking for ... someone to help me, to help me find a
place that was economical to have a baby, because I did not
have enough money.... I spoke to the priest, because I was
visiting there when we went to mass. He sent me to a social
worker, and she helped me register at the clinic.
The social worker worked for a private charity and was able to assure Ana
they would find a way for her to deliver her baby safely. But in other,
important, ways, the social worker's hands were tied. Ana was not a legal
immigrant, nor could she prove that she was married to Manuel.
When Ana was five months pregnant, Manuel sent no rent money. She
knew she had to find another way to live, and her friend put out an urgent
call for leads through her own network. Just before Ana was to be evicted,
word came of a live-in housekeeper job in a home nearby. A bilingual
Chicano couple, both of whom worked outside the home and who had a
two-year-old son, were looking for a combination housekeeper and
childcare person. They offered Ana room (one room, with one bed for
her sons and her) and board, and $20/week for six 12-hour days of
work.
One night shortly after Ana arrived, the husband of the family climbed
through a ground floor window into her bedroom. Ana screamed. He
scrambled to retreat, saying he had, "made a mistake, I was confused."
When he tried to get in through the windows, I wanted to
get out of there. Even though I did not know where to go. But I
saw that, well, that there was danger there.... So, I called the
social worker to ask her to look for a place I could go. Even
those places where, where people go who havenootherplace
to go, who have children.... But they were all full. There was
nowhere to go.
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After Ana had been there for about two months, the problem escalated:
This man went to ... work, and during workhourshe could
come home. His wife took him to work (very early in the
morning] .... One day he did not want her to take him. He
took the car, but around 15 minutes later, after he left that
morning, around six in the morning, he carne back. He came
back to the house and he went into my room. We [Ana and her
two sons] were in bed.... When he got there he said nothing,
he just arrived, closed the door and went directly to the bed.
And we were in the bed ... and he was opening his jacket. ...
right at home, no? .... But I said to him, '~at are you doing,
what's going on? What are you doing?" He never used to go
into my room, especially not like that. It was still very dark
outside at six in the morning. And he wasrightthere inside.
He said to me, "Do you want some money?~~
I said,"Doi have money? No, no I donothavemoney."But
he said to me, "Do you want. .. :' He did not say, "Do you
have ... :'
[Again] he said, 'Tio you want money?~~
I said, "No, I do not have money. What do you mean
money?"
He says, "Money, money."
I say to him, "No, I don't want any."
"All right!" And he turned around and left. But right after he
left, I got up and I went into Elena's [the mother/wife of the
household] room.... She pretended she was asleep, but she
wasn't asleep, because you can hear every little noise in the
house .... I said to her, ''Listen, Elena, did you not take that
man to work?" She told me, "No, he took the car." I said, 'He
was in my room a moment ago."
'~h, what is the matter with you, it is your nerves."
"No, it is not my netves, he was just in there!"
"And why did he go in?"
'Well, he asked if I want money, if I have money...."
''A y, you must have been dreaming."
And when he came to bring his lunchbox, Elena was there in
the kitchen. She said to him, there in front of me, she said,
''Listen, Ana says you frightened her this morning, that you
went into her room."
Then he said, '1 thought you were in there."
Why would he think that she was in my room and in my
bed? We did not argue, nor did we clarify anything. Everything was left according to what he said.
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From this point on, Elena ceased buying groceries for the house,
leaving only exactly what her own son must eat during the day and
stopping after work to bring food home for a very meager dinner, which
was shared with Ana and her two boys. Ana hoped every day to hear from
the home factory, but no call came. She found out subsequently that the
"boss" of the home factory had indeed called: "She [Elena] told him, the
man there, the boss, No, she cannot go. She is very pregnant. She has got a
big belly. She canot come to work. And they told me nothing."
Selling Tamales
When Elena stopped leaving any food in the house, Ana used her
weekly pay to buy the ingredients to make tamales, then selling them to
raise money.
I sold tamales every week, and I earned a few cents to buy
food with. But weeks came in which shedidnotpayme. Then
I could not even make tamales. I had no food, no tamales,
nothing [voice breaking] . And at that time it used to start
raining early in the day, and it got dark early in the afternoon.... I made tamales and I did not sell them a 11. I sold very
few.... I didn't have one cent left, and there was ... well, there
was no food.
A relative of Elena's, who frequently visited the home, befriended Ana
and tried to help her by bringing food and clothing for the children.
And the same woman who used to hand me money once in
a while [for the tamale ingredients] would take something to
me. She would say, ''Look, I did not realize it, and I already had
raisins and I bought more, and they do not fit in the
drawers ... :'
After telling of Stella's determination to stay in contact despite a
geographical separation of many miles, bringing food when she could,
Ana said, ". . . . In other words, I was living off other people's charity
[netvous laugh]. Because even though I tried, I only got tired out. I
worked. My sons and I went out, and I didn't sell everything."
Ana was painfully aware of the ways in which her lack of a network
contributed to her entrapment within a chain of exploitation.
. . . . if I had known more people, they would have told me,
"Look, such and such a place, they can help you.... in such
and such a place you can go and find a place to sleep." But no, I
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was only there with that woman.
So yes, then I felt that I could not go on anymore. No house,
no money, no food, no clothes.... and my baby about to be
born. Everything, I felt, like it was all too much to take. I did not
know what to do anymore.
While Ana sank into despair, her two-person network stayed in touch,
brought her emergency food, and worked on her behalf. While Stella
tried to find a better live-in situation for Ana, the social worker tracked
Manuel and began calling him daily, insisting that he find-and pay £oran apartment for his family. After a month of calls, Manuel finally agreed.
He picked up Ana and the children and brought them toanapartmentfor
which he had signed a lease and paid the deposit.
Then I had a home, just a home without furniture, or
enough clothes, or food, nothing, nothing. We arrived there,
imagine how clean, very clean ... white, white and with a
yellow rug. And we walked in with a couple of bags with the
baby's diapers, and a little bit of clothes for us.
Again, Stella and the private charity represented by the social worker
came to the rescue, providing food, clothing, and a few furnishings. Ana
was able to have her baby in a hospital, for Manuel signed papers
assuming the responsibility for medical costs associated with the birth.
But when she came home with her new baby, there was no money for
rent, and no sign of ManueL
I was very, very, very depressed. Very, as if, '1 cannot go on
anymore." And the social worker, uh, how do you say it? She
didn't send me, rather, she spoke with the worker from the
mental health center, and then the worker came to me, you
see? To the house ....
When she came, several months had gone by that he and I
had been separated again. I don't know. The social worker
probably saw that I was very teaty. I don't know. She asked
this woman ... I do not know if she was supposed to do it or
not, I don't know. The fact is that she spoke with the worker
from the health center and she started to visit me. So, yes, I
was vety teary ... because I was alone, because of what I was
going to do.... because I had no money. I had no job. We had
no papers. My children were going to go to school ... they
needed physical exams and I had no money....
For a long time, I had not cried. In the beginning, when the
worker began to ask me things, to begin to talk was to begin to
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cry, you see? Whatever she started to say to me, or me to her, I
started to cry. As the months went by, three last months....
What shall I say? Almost six months now, I can talk about
things with her, without crying. That is over now.
When we interviewed Ana, two years had passed since the birth of her
third child. She was employed cleaning houses six mornings a week.
Child care has been arranged with a neighbor who watched Ana's
children in the morning in exchange for Ana's caring for her children in
the afternoon. On several weekday evenings, Ana exchanged childcare
with another friend so that she could attend English classes at least two
nights a week.
Well, sometimes I sit down and analyze everything. And I
feel very, very depressed. I can not face working. They are
going to fire me. Let them fire me! But I do not do it, and soon it
passes. And I see that, well, I have got something.
In response to a question about whether any of the changes she had
gone through were "for the better," Ana replied,
Yes, when the worker began to visit me ... I was living in a
house belonging to others. Now, thank God, I am living in,
you could say, my house [an apartment], because here, I'm
paying.... And, my children were able to get their physical
exams free, and they were able to get into school. Both of them
are in school!
Then, with the help of these two workers, the social worker
and the worker from [mental health] well, food, clothing,
furniture [laughing] .... Everything came from them.
Also, now I am, how should I say, beginning to study. I think
thatisanimprovementalso. Nowthatlcandoit,nowllostmy
fear of going out, because of the fact that, well, I do not have
papers, and I am afraid and all that, I have started to go out
And I am trying to look for a place where I can study something which will be useful later on ... not only a little bit of
English, but rather something that will be more beneficial.
Yes, if in these next five years, I could study a vocational
course, if I could get my legal residence here in this country,
that would be a lot of progress. Because then I could work at a
good job and really support my children, without so much
fear. So much tension. Without, without so much physical
effort to get so little, like I do now.
Maybe in five years I will not be a single mother anymore.
Maybe I will have some company.
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It was when Ana was asked how she planned to achieve these goals
that she told the story of the two frogs:

I have done many, many things, but ... how shall I say?
When I was small, and I went to school,. there was a lesson in a
book, about a pair of little frogs, that were jumping, jumping
around near a window. They were in the garden in a basin. So,
they were looking around to see what there was outside the
garden They jumped, jumped up to the house and fell
through the window onto the dining room table. And they fell
into a bowl of natas [skin that forms on milk when it boils].
Then, they were scared, because it was not mud, it was not
water, it was not grass, it was not. ... They didn't know what it
was, no? They were drowning. So they started to kick their
legs, kicking, kicking. And one of them got very frightened,
very scared. And she began to drown. She drowned. She
drowned in natas.
The other one kept on kicking, kicking, kicking, kicking,
kicking, and.... If you beat them a lot, if you beat them again
and again, they tum into butter. So the little frog was kicking,
kicking, kicking, kicking, and .that stuff began to get hard
underneath. She kept on kicking, kicking, until she could ...
could ... could support herself on what was becoming hard.
And she jumped out of [the bowl], you see.
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Black Berets for Justice

1

Arturo Villarreal

A

Sa student in Chicano2 Studies and Anthropology at SanJose City
College and San Jose State University from 1981 through 1988,
through good fortune, I established friendships with two key participants in the Chicano movement of the 60s and 70s in San Jose, California, Heney (Enrique) Dominguez and Chemo (Sal) Candelaria,
leaders of the Black Berets.
The Chicano movement became manifest in the late 1960s throughout
the United States, especially in the Southwest, in a land that once
belonged to Mexico. However, the Chicano struggle for justice did not
begin in the late 1960s; it began with the taking of what is now known as
the Southwestern United States during the Mexican-American War of
1846-1848 (Acuna, 1981, p. 3). This land, the mythical homeland of the
Aztecas, was called Aztlan (Meier and Rivera, 1981, p. 28).
Chicanos constitute a significant population and have contributed
immensely to this country. Yet, to this day, many Americans neither
understand nor appreciate the struggles and contributions of Chicanos.
To gain a better understanding of what they did and why they did it, we
must look into the lives of some of the people who participated in the
Chicano movement Except for the Chicano Oral Histoey Project being
carried out at San Jose State University, there has been no extensive
research into the Chicano movement in San Jose, California. This is
ironic, considering the size of San Jose's Chicano population-estimated
at 20.6°,.{, (208,388) of the total by the 1990 census-and the struggles,
achievements, and influence of ''El Movimiento," as it is known by
Chicanos. 3
As a direct result of ''El Movimiento," the first Mexican American
Graduate Studies Department in the nation was implemented at San Jose
State University. Also, the first Chicano Graduate Commencement
Ceremonies and the Equal Opportunity Program (EOP) began at San
Jose State University as at least partial responses to movement activity.
Other Chicano political groups and organizations emerged locally, all of
which had an influence on the Chicano movement throughout the
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Southwestern United States.
Amongthegroupsandindividualsatthe forefrontof ElMovimiento,"
I have chosen to focus on the San Jose chapter oft he Black Berets because
it was the first Black Beret organization in the country and was a primary
force in the Chicano movement in San Jose. I hope to contribute to a
better understanding and appreciation of this particular period in
Chicano history and thereby to provoke even further study by others in
the future.
The Black Berets were a somewhat nationalistic, paramilitary youth
group that emerged in the Chicano movement of the 1960s. The
organization developed both in California and inN ew Mexico. Based, at
least in part, on ideas from the Black Panthers, the Berets, like the
Panthers, were the "shock troops'' for the movement They were also
involved in various community service projects (Meier and Rivera, 1981,
pp. 44-45). (The Brown Berets, based in Texas and Southern California
were a similar organization.)
Committed by their laws to keep informed of political and social issues
affecting Chicanos, the Black Berets usually attended meetings or events
that concerned the Chicano community. By presenting an example of
disciplined and dedicated life based on principles of brotherhood, they
hoped to unite the community and ensure that Chicanos were treated
justly. With goals of justice and dignity for Chicanos, the Black Berets
were founded in California not as a student organization but a sa brotherhood of Chicanos with a regional structure of chapters. The Black Berets
arose as a militant but nonviolent organization (Meier and Rivera, 1972,
p. 253) .In time, rules and bylaws were established. Their uniform of military fatigues, black T-shirts, and black berets distinguished them from all
other groups. The decision to wear black berets was greatly influenced by
the image of Che Guevara.
The Black Berets were organized in several distinctive ways to respond
to conditions affecting the Chicano community. Among the types of
organizational strategies were: establishment of a youth movement;
community involvement and empowerment to participate actively in the
solution of barrio problems; building of local, regional, and national
coalitions; use of nationalism; and the creation, education, and practice of
Indio-Chicano identity and spirituality.
The organizational strategies used for the youth movement included
the formation of the East Side Boys Club. This served as an outlet for
barrio youth by allowing them to participate in extracurricular activities.
The student walkouts at Roosevelt Junior High School were organized to
fight segregation in the schools. The Black Berets also supported the
Chicano student unions at San Jose City College and San Jose State
University. The main goal of these student unions was to respond to
racism and discriminatory practices, including underrepresentation of
11
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Chicano students, staff, and faculty, and to promote the idea of a Chicano
Studies curriculum. The Junior Berets were composed of youth who supported the Black Berets but were too young to join the association.
Another strategy regarding the youth movement was the unification of
gangs and barrio youth by means of spiritual walks, rallies, and
conferences.
The youth were purposely included in the movement because (1) they
were looked upon as the potential future leaders, (2) they had a wealth of
energy and were enthusiastic about participating, (3) they were questioning, and (4) they were bolder and more militant
The Berets organized around local barrio needs, using nonviolent but
direct action Initially, they began by distributing milk at low cost to needy
families. They cleaned people's yards. Community gardens were set up
to beautify the community. Monitors were established throughout the
community to help curb police brutality on the East Side ofSanJose. The
OR (Own Recognizance) program was created to help low-income individuals get released from jail at no cost. The Berets were also supportive
of the People's Legal Defense Progmm, which assisted low-income
families in the community with their legal problems. Emergency drug
abuse clinics were set up to alleviate the problems caused by the use of
PCP and other drugs, including alcohol. Work was also done with the
Pinto Union (ex-prisoners from local prisons).
Cultural education programs were conducted with Project Unidos at
San Antonio Elementary School Raza de Ia Paz Park was another project
that the Berets were influential in establishing; this project provided the
Chicanos with a place in which they could enjoy themselves. The Berets
thought that organizing around community needs was essential if they
wished to gain the support of the community and, eventually, become
more effective in meeting those needs. They also thought they must
respond not only on an intellectual level but on an emotional level as
well.
The Berets helped to build coalitions. Locany and regionally, they
established ties with United People Arriba, Casa Legal, MECHA, MASC,
the Community for Chicano Rights, and La Confederadon de Ia Raza
Unida. Bonds were established with other Black Beret chapters, the
Brown Berets, the LA Moratorium Committee, the United Farm Workers,
the American Indian Movement, DQ University, and the Black Panther
Party.
On the national level, they established ties with ~~corky'' Gonzales and
the Crusade for Justice in Denver, the Poor People's Campaign in
Washington, D.C., and Reyes Lopez Tijerina and Tierra Amarrilla inN ew
Mexico. These organizational ties not only strengthened their local base,
but also allowed them to support similar struggles in other areas. In
return, they received both local and outside support for their cause.
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On the issue of nationalism, the Berets became involved in the protest
against the Fiesta de las Rosas parade. The organizers of the parade, who
were not representative of the Chicano community, had initially intended
the parade to represent the Chicano community. In reality, however, it
glorified the Spanish, who were the conquerors of the indigenous
populations of Mexico and parts of the Southwestern United States. The
protest was an affirmation of Chicanos as indigenous peoplesand a negation of the Spanish as colonizers. The different cultural programs, events,
and teatros also expressed the nationalism of the Chicanos. Another
manifestation of the nationalism expressed by the Berets was their
involvement with the Confederacion de Ia Raza Unida, which served as
an umbrella organization for Chicano groups throughout San Jose.
In La Causa Politica (1974), Garcia details the BJack Beret Organization
from New Mexico's 12-point program and platform, which ran along the
same lines as the San Jose chapter's program. Among the main points
listed were (1) self-determination and liberation for all Chicanos in the
United States of America, (2) self-determination for all Latinos and ThirdWorld peoples, (3) community control of their institutions and lan<L and
(4) true education in the Mestizo culture and the Spanish language.
Much was said about the issue of Indio-Chicano identity and
spirituality throughout the interviews. In A Basic CaU to Consciousness
(1977), the Hau De No Sau Nee (Iroquois Confederacy) regard
spiritualism as the highest form of political consciousness. In keeping
with this view, the Black Berets adopted an Indian world-view toward
land, water, air, humans, animals, plants, and, of course, the Great
Spirit.
The Berets supported land struggles in Oregon and Tierra Amarrilla.
They supported the fight for fishing rights. The Berets worked with the
American Indian Movement and DQ University, and eventually participated in the Sweat Lodge Ceremonies. They took part in drumming and
singing. Both Chemo Candelaria and Henry Dominguez participated in
the most sacred of these events, the Sun Dance. During the interviews,
participation by the Black Berets in spiritual walks and runs was often
mentioned The Black Berets used a variety of organizational strategies to
empower Chicanos.
The Interviews
The experiences of four narrators, as elicited in interviews, comprise
most of the remainder of this essay. Candelaria and Dominguez are
joined by Candelaria's wife, Thereza, and Dominguez's brother, Jesse. All
four were leaders in the Black Berets. 4 Due to space constraints, the interviews have had to be shortened; however, the entire text is available at
the Chicano Library Resource Center at San Jose State University.

145

Chemo (Sal) Candelaria

ARTURO: Chemo, would you please talk about your background and
the events leading to the formation of the Black Berets?
CHEMO: I would like to begin with my ancestml backgrouncL which is
of native American descent Alvina Madrid, child of Ysidro Madrid and
Vilda Tafoya from San Ysidro, New Mexico, was my grandmother. My
grandfather, whom she married, Martin Candelaria, was born in 1892,
and was also from New Mexico. You will see that in the old 1885 census of
Santa Barbara in the state of New Mexico, my great-grandparents were
registered in 1885 and they were also natives of New Mexico. You see,
they say here, ''Indians of New Mexico." My grandparents are also from
the United States of America. So the reason I am saying this is because
when we started in the movement in those years we knew that we were
from here, but yet we were treated as second-class citizens. We couldn't
identify with the reservation native Americans, but my family was in the
Pueblo Revolt [against the colonizers] . Candelaria was not our true
name, but we were baptized under the Catholic rule, adopted by
Spaniards, and came to speak Spanish.
About 1958 or 1957, we had organized the East Side Boys Club; there
was a mangle on our T-shirts called the East Side Boys Club. At that time,
the club was organized at 222 South Jackson. In those years, in Sal Si
Puedes, there was a rumor that a freeway was going to come through.
And people saicL ''It isn't going to happen." As we founcL it did happen; it
did destroy Sal Si Puedes. I had my start in old Sal Si Puedes. One time,
after the War on Poverty Program came, after 1964, in President
Johnson's administration, I was enabled to work with Dr. Cummings,
Jose Martinez, AI Pinon, and Leo Covarubios at 222 South Jackson. So
our idea was to create a shop to fix cars, to have tools, and to organize ourselves. I was paid by the War on Poverty Program to do community
organizing in Gilroy, Morgan Hill, and Sunnyvale. By 1965 you had the
Vista volunteers and youhadJoe Salisbury and Ruth Small, and then you
had our club, the East Side Boys Club. The only little town right there was
Sal SiPuedes. You had Ohlones, you had Yaquis, you had Mexicanos, and
it began to grow. At that time, there were only two minority police
officers, Danny Hernandez and Ernie Vasquez.
ARTURO: Where did Sal Si Puedes get its name?
CHEMO: A lot of people said Sal Si Puedes was named because the
Jackson Kings are going to get you. No, there was a hole there, and every
time it mined people would get stuclcr so we'd say "Sal Si Puedes'' ("Get
out if you can'').
ARTURO: When did the Berets come into being?
CHEMO: So we come to the time that we no longer wanted to be
Jackson Kings, we no longer wanted to be East Side Boys Club, and Fred
146

Hirsch and Jose Martinez and Sophie Mendoza and some of the local
people-1 can't remember all their names-we all began to say, "Lefs
organize." United People Arriba. Now United People Arriba was a council made up of many different people from this area. But around 1965 we
broke away from United People Arriba. We thought they were not very
progressive-we wanted action, we wanted to go, we wanted to do
things, so we started the Berets, which became Black Berets por Ia Justicia. We began by cleaning people's yards for free, and we just asked them
to give us gas money.
The original intent of the Berets was to clean up our community and to
deal with different situations. Then, all of a sudden, when they built Piedmont High SchooL hey, man, they're going into the Raza, the barrio, and
taking our kids at 4 in the morning and getting them to school and leaving
them at 7 when the school doesn't open up until B. And all these rich kids
around here are being brought in at 8 and the bussing and the situation of
bussing, and this is around the time when they were trying to desegregate
and what not So we got involved with that and started putting out
walkers. Years later we had the school walkout so that we could start
Chicano student unions.
ARTURO: When did you start hooking up with other groups?
CHEMO: As we developed to that level, we found out that MAYO
(Mexican American Youth Organization) and other groups were
organizing in Los Angeles, Texas, and Nuevo Mexico. Now, already, the
League for United Latin Citizens had developed. MAPA (Mexican
American Political Association) started up. La Raza Unida was organized
Then the Berets-one time we used to march up and down the streets
with our colors and we used to participate in the CYA (California Youth
Authority) march, with a little drag of the foot, and we used to have a
cadence, 1, 2, 3, you know. '1'm proud to be a you-know." And we used to
have 30 marchers up and down the streets with our colors and our military fatigues and black berets and black T-shirts. So then New Mexico
comes into this. Now we are already beginning to develop, through
"Corky'' Gonzalez, the youth clubs. This is where the sign of the Mestizo
became both the Spanish and the Indian which then became the Chicano.
And there were a lot o £representatives through the Crusade of Justice. By
this time we had met the Puerto Ricans, the Kings of Chicago; we also met
the Young Lords. The Young Lords were wearing those Smokey the Bear
hats, and we said, "Hey, the berets." Now the Panthers were also going
pretty strong. Soweweretomeetthem.And therewerearticlesoftheold
movement where we-Luis Vinegra, JoeL Billy Dennison, Rosa, Johnny
Martinez, and others that I can't recall-began to get involved and we
were right in the middle of the Panther Party in Oakland, rapping our
jive. Now, all of a sudden, the black people start coming in. They're
talking about Huey Newton, Malcolm X, and Tijerina.
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All of a sudden we hear about Che Guevara, who was very impressive
in our minds. Our impression was not whether he was bringing
Communism or Socialism or anything; our impression was that we heard
that he was kicking out prostitution and gambling. Wow! this is good; so
our spirits grow and we start growing. Now we are moving into
Sunnyvale, we are moving into Gilroy, and we are moving into New
Mexico. We are also moving into Arizona, to the Guadalupe Reservation.
The original members were Billy Dennison (a French-Canadian
Indian), Milton Lopez, Junior Lopez, Johnny Martinez, Quero Vallejos,
Carlitos, my brother, Peter Aguilar, Rosa, and the Lugos. Th~n Luis
Vinegra, Joel Vinegra, and Danny Arroyo from Soledad. They joined the
chapter in Soledad, and so did I because thafs where my family's from.
And then came Jesse Dominguez. Then the white people wanted to join
us, butwesaid, 'No, wedon'twantanywhitepeople." Sothewhitesthen
started what later became the Students for a Democratic Society. By this
time, we had already met with the Tongs in San Fran cisco and members
of the Black Panther Party and with the black people's religious group
from the Muslims. We had already met with the Puerto Ricans and with
other cultuml groups. And then Henry Dominguez came in After Henry,
we had the Junior Berets. And then we organized the People's Legal
Defense. These people are now pretty "up there." At that time, Jim
McEntee was still a priest and he was an honorary Black Beret, as was
Alan Parker, who was later Chief Counsel for a Senate Subcommittee in
Washington, D.C. Westartedafree breakfast program. We said, ''We need
an East Side Community Center." This is how the community center, the
swimming poo~ and things like that came about. And then we started
community gardens. The first one was at 24th and Alum Rock, right
behind the libmry. And then Henry started working on the community
gardens right there in Lee Madsen That was about 1968 or 1969; I had
barelycomebackfromthePoorPeople'sCampaignrightaftertheykilled
Martin Luther King. Thafs where I met Jesse Jackson I already knew
"Corky."
The Berets, the East Side members, from my calculation, were the
original Berets, around 1959, 1960. But I guess we were still calling ourselves Jackson Kings.
Thereza Candelaria
ARTURO: First of all, Thereza, I wonder if you would like to give a little
background about yourself, tell whatever you would like to say, and then
maybe lead into your involvement with the Berets?
THEREZA: I was living in Puerto Rico but my mother was telling me I
was Mexican And I wondered how I could be Mexican if I wasn't born
there. Neither were her parents born in Mexico. But at that time I tookm y
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mom's word for it When I came to California, I went into San Jose in 1969
and I heard a little more about the Chicano movement through my aunts
because they were involved in it. MyTiaAuroraand Tia Thereza, the one
who was talking to me about Safeway, because of the grapes. I remember
seeing my peers going out on the picket line, and my aunt was educating
me a little bit on that.
In 1969 I started living in Fresno with my grandmother and became
involved in the MECHA group down there. And that's when I learned
that I wasn't a Mexican, that I was Chicano, because we were born here
and our parents were born here, and their parents were born here, so we
were from here. So she gave us an explanation about the Spanish coming
over here and conquering us, Indian people, and because the conquistadors came in and raped the Indian women and that child became a
Chicano. And we were those children.
Back in San Jose, myTiaAurora told me about Sal Candaleria I didn't
know what direction my life was going to take or what I was going to
do.
ARTURO: I was wondering if you could elaborate a little more on the
women. Some of the names, their roles, and so on
THEREZA: As far as the women, I remember after I met Chemo, he
took me into Aztlan in the Santa Cruz mountains about 1971. And it was
really different up there, because it wasn't like the men do this and the
women do that If a hole had to be dug, we all dug. Some of the women
would go fix the dinner or the men would go do it, or half and half.
I remember one time Mujeres de Aztlan came out-a group. We were
kind of offended. The Berets group were kind of offended because these
were city women and all they ~ore were mini skirts and high heels and,
you know, their waves and their makeup. And here we are. We had a
rancho going. And we had our field jackets on, our fatigue pants on, and
our boots on, and it was just known throughout that when you go up
there, you go up there to get trained, and you train to take care of your
people. And we were also trained, being in the city, to learn how to put on
our hot pants, our mini skirts, our high heels, but at the same time remember who we were. And we we were taught that you don't fight over the
men, you don't fight between the men, you try to avoid all that hassle, and
you try to keep unity between the men and the women
We weren't allowed to take drugs either. Not when we were out as a
Beret Because people would see that, and whatever reflected on that one
individual would reflect on the whole OJ:ganization.
CHEMO: We were the first group to train women in self-defense. One
of our men did not want the women to be decision-makers. And this is
where we had three of La Junta, which was a secret society within the
organization We had two women and three men, so they had a voice in
the decision-making. They were trained not only in self-defense, butthey
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were trained in the SaulAlinskyS theory of political community organizations. I used to break it down: brainstorming; how to identify the power;
how to organize; what to organize; what direction was to be taken.
Hemy Dominguez
ARTURO: Henry, would you please give us a little background about
yourself and lead into your involvement in the Berets?
HENRY: I was born here in San Jose in 1943. We were farm workers.
My parents were Apache and Yaqui Indians. My Mom was 18 years old
when she married Dad He was already in his 40s. He was already a
veteran. He took care of a lot of my uncles. So, finally, when he married
Mom, I was his first-born. I was born on San Jose Avenue. So he kept on
working in the fields.
I loved working out in the fields. I was always in races with the competitors, seeing who made more bucks, who picked more prunes. Sabes?
Nothing but orchards and fields ... so that is what I was exposed to. I
started seeing the differences between the way they treated the Anglos
and the way they treated Chicanos. I started seeing a lot of the discrimination in schools, in everything. As a matter of fact, I had a teacher who
detained me in the third grade, kept me back. I remember that exposure
as far as discrimination is concerned In the campos, there were always
those feelings that we belonged in the labor and all that There were
seven of us, five sisters and two brothers. Most of us continued to be
raised in the campos. I lived in San Jose, East Side, and West Side. But
most of my family were from the West Side.
As a teenager, I belonged to a car club called Road Escorts. We conflicted with the Jackson Kings on the East Side. They had a bigger group.
Every time they would come to the East Side, we would get into a hassle.
The only time we could get along was when we would go out there and
pick prunes or aprioots. I started getting into trouble with the law when
my Dad and Mom got separated and divorced I was stupid, butlosingthe
respect for your parents is a bitter situation. So, I rebelled, stayed up late,
partied, and started sniffing. As a matter of fact, I did some time for that.
After the divorce, my Mom moved down south, to a place called Colton.
And there, there's more barrios, more hard core in the identity of your
turf than here in San Jose. There you really were isolated. I learned a lot
about the barrio, and I was part of a group there, in order to survive. Over
there, they expected you to pass certain tests of trust or tests of courage. I
spent sometime in the Youth Authority (YA). I felt you couldn't make any
changes in the system. Because I didn't see any resoitrce anyway that
could make a change. As far as any Mexican thing that I knew, the
Mexican clubs that were out there-the only thing they could organize
were parades. I wasn't interested in anything political as far as any
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Chicano thing was involved at that moment
I did see one thing at La Pinta; that was in 1964. I noticed these vatos
[dudes], they really got together; they were like a group that was tired of
seeing Chicanos get punked So they got together and formed a concilio.
And they were also concerned about the relation, because you were from
the Norte, and you were from the Sur. But the idea started off about punking. But there was this feeling of "Hey, we're Chicanos, and we should
stick together, man. I don't care what barrio you're from. We should find
some way to stick together. It's not right, these young kids that are being
punked." I think that's the difference of San Jose really being part of a lot
of movements, because it has less hard core emphasis on barrio turf than
in LA or San Bernardino. Down there, it really gets territorial. So I went
back to SanJose.Atleastthere you could still go to a bar on the East Side
or you could go to one on the West Side. I was working in the canneries
and some of my associates were into drugs- heavy.
ARTURO: How did you get involved in the Berets?
HENRY: In late 19691 wasdivorcedandlivingonthe East Side, and my
carnal [brother] would come over there and say, ''Hey, come and join the
Black Berets." And he would tell me what was going on in the Berets and
the Fiesta de las Rosas. And I said, ''You're just putting Raza down. You
are just starting pleitos [disputes] and riots." Any political issues, there
were none in the papers, until my brother began bringing the Sun and
then the Chicano newspaper, El Mundo, and a newpaper coming out of
San Jose City College, Machete. Then Que Tal and El Gallo from "Corky''
[Gonzales] in Denver. I had to go and meet this guy, Chemo
Candaleria.
I spoke with Chemo for hours about evexything that I was reading
about. I had a feeling where my dignity was down. It's hard when you get
separated, a divorce; you're not taking care of business. It's the same thing
I had whenmyMomandDadgotseparated, a loneliness. The same thing
happened to me. So the movimiento was kind of like a woman, like a
marriage or a union, a feeling of hope in the air. All the Berets were
coming from the same place, all runaways and ... the homeless in situations like trying to get off drugs. The movement helped us to gain a
feeling of self-respect feeling good in your heart
ARTURO: Today is a special day, is it not?
HENRY: Today, August 7, it's seven years today we went on that
spiritual walk to LA. It started at Stoxy and King. A year later, we took off
on a spiritual walk from San Jose to Mexico City, which was the first walk
in preparation for the Moratorium in LA with Ruben Salazar, and we
were trying to bring a lot of unity by going to each barrio from San Jose all
the way down to Morgan Hill and Gilroy. In fact, one of the biggest
barrios was Oxnard in Ventura. We were t:tying to bring about unity
because we wanted to get to Ruben Salazar Park without hassles, or any
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complications, and you've got to remember that the year was 1980 when
they started up gangs. In 1981, because of what happened-Oscar
Romero, El Salvador-we were talking about peace and the unity of
Chicanos all the way from San Jose to Mexico City. Sabes? Twice we
carried the banner of our Lady of Guadalupe.
Jesse Dominguez
ARTURO: Jesse, would you say a little about your personal background before we get into your direct involvement with the Black
Berets?
JESSE: I started getting involved in the movement in 1969 .At thatfune,
I was subjected to different kinds of harassment and didn't know what to
do about it Some cops used unnecessary force on me. Then I met a guy
who knew Sal (Chemo) Candelaria. And Sal sits and talks to me. He
wanted to make sure that he worked with me on the problems going on.
So I started going with him to rap sessions, and he started teaching me
how to rap, started talking about the problems going on. like I said
before, I didn't know how to deal with them. One of the guys introduced
me to the Black Berets. I was involved in the movement only about a
month or two, and at that time the C~canos in Santa Clara County were
upset because there was a celebration, La Fiesta de las Rosas, which commemorated Spain conquering Mexico. We went to the mayor, Ron James,
and Chief of Police Ray Blackmore and told them that this was not a date
to celebrate. When I joined, we were picketing in front of the Civic
Auditorium where the celebration was going to take place, and the cops
were harassing us. That was June 1, 1969, a date that will live with me. At
one point, they shot tear gas at us. That was about two days before the
actual parade. We got some Berets from San Jose and from Gilroy, Salinas,
Oakland, and Hayward. We had quite a few Berets there that day. We had
about 500 people.
We weren't planning to stop the parade. What we did was spend the
last days before the parade making banners and picket signs exposing
what the parade was really about The police department lined officers
opposite us on a one-to-one basis. We were lined up all the way from First
and Santa Clara to maybe San F emando and 1st. Berets were on each side
of the streetfacingthecopslined up one-on-one. At that time, I had been
in the movement for about two or three weeks and it was all new to me.
When the parade started, we said we would walk with it. I'm not really
sure what set it off, but all of a sudden people went wild and so did the
cops, and they started busting heads. Candelaria was yelling in both
Spanish and English for the people to calm down and back off. The cops
grabbed him and started beating him up. They said he was crazy because
he was yelling in Spanish and English ~~incoherently." They choked me
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and forced me into the patrol wagon. It was a riot. There was a guy who
had nothing to do with us, he didn't even know what was going on, he
didn't have anything to do with the Berets, nothing. And he picked up a
picket sign and when he turned it around there were about four officers
who started beating him up. And that's how crazy it got Many people
were hurt, including officers. But what was even sadder, Lome Greene,
the Grand Marshal, was there, and he empathized with the charras who
were in the parade. Lome Greene offered them money, and the charras
took it. He put up the money for the charros to walk over us. Lome
Greene said we should not live in this country; we ought to go back to
Mexico where we belonged. A lot of people didn't know what was going
on. They saw the charras coming up to us, too, and they figured we were
just a bunch of trouble-makers. The charros sold out to Lome Greene.
The Birth of La Confederacion
ARTURO: At this time, I would like to say that Henry Dominguez is
also here, and he is welcome to join in at any time.
JESSE: That night, after we took our beating, we went over to
Guadalupe Church to lick our wounds. And that's when there was the
birth of La Confederacion de Ia Raza Unida, an organization that has
grown more and more. It was a brother organization that was formed by
80 or 90 organizations. Even though the people did not understand what
was going on, they saw the brutality of law enforcement people, so Chief
Blackmore's efforts to discredit us did not work.
The first president of C onfederacion de Ia Raza U nida was Jack Ibarra
We started having meetings once a month. The Berets were sending
representatives and that was a new start in the Chicano movement here
in San Jose, and this gave it a big lift. The students at San Jose State
University and at San Jose City College were very strong at that time.
They were deeply involved in the community; there was no barrier
between the students and the community. And the effortsofChiefBlackmore, Lome Greene, Ron James, and the pre!B to discredit us, made us
stronger. We got involved in more things. We started having Black Berets
meetings. After they sent Sal to Vacaville, the ones who took over the
Berets were myself, Luis Vinegra, and Tommy Martinez. I was made
Minister of Communications and I began traveling from one end of California to the other to build up chapters. We used to go to Vacaville to keep
Sal informed during the nine months or so he spent in prison.
One other group I want to talk about-the unions in the prisons. In
1973 and 1974 these guys were well organized, the Pinto Union. They
were taking on the Familia and the Mafia, not so much violently, but they
were talking and taking them on in the sense of rapping. They were able
to keep the violence down between the Chicanos. They were talking
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about "What do you meal\ Norte and Sur? We all come from the same
place." And at that time we were very close with the Black Panthers.
When the Chicanos were fighting the blacks, we were even able to get
some of the pastors from Oakland and brought one of them in to talk to
the Chicanos. "What's your problem, man? Hey, you are a nigger yourselt man" And to the blacks he'd say, ''You're talking about wetbacks,
why you're just as wet as they are, man What's the matter with you
guys?" The most beautiful part was when the leaders oft he blacks and the
leaders of the Chicanos got together.
HENRY: We're talking about awareness, cultural awareness. We live in
the same barrio, the same ghetto. And we've got the same landlord, we've
got the same cops, the same prisons, the same discrimination We're still
placed in the same category of cheap labor, slave labor. That's what we
have in common
JESSE: Some cops were moving out of the area because Henry had
contact with Dan McCorquedale, and McCorquedale liked Henry a lot
and backed us up a lot. Another guy who backed us up was James Geary,
the sheriff. The Berets provided the Community Monitors who became
very active at County Fairgrounds, in the parks, and in the streets, and
that's where a lot of the people started really relating with the Berets.
HENRY: Now the media were saying, ''These guys are good, they are
doing good for the community."
We also worked closely with AIM (American Indian Movement)
because AIM had a chapter here in San Jose. At that time it was led by
George Martin He connected the Berets with the Indian movement We
sent food. We sent reinforcements. We talked with "Corky'' Gonzales.
In 1975, when they killed Danny Trevino-the killing of an unarmed
Chicano-it became a real hot issue for us. We had a big rally-a big rally!
Look at the people who came to that rally: "Corky'' Gonzales, Dennis
Banks, Cesar Chavez, John Trudell (AIM), and the Bellcourt Brothers
(AIM). We had 5,000, a lot of people. St. James Park was full. After that, a
committee called ''The Cops Committee" was formed. We used to have
meetings at the MAC SA. I became part of the committee. As a matter of
fact, I even took law enforcement classes so I could get more insight into
the procedures. Jose Villa was the chairman of the committee.
After the death of Danny Trevino, the cops completely dropped any
dialogue with the Monitors. Finally, they made so many threats against us
that we knew they were going to come down hard on us, and soon Notto
mention that we were at the lowest point ourselves.
PCP Capital of the World
HENRY: PCP came in, and that hurt us. San Jose became the PCP
capital of the world I say right now it was planted by the ''Man." It was like
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somebody spiked the punch. Marijuana is used inmedicine; itisusedfor
stress, like Valium; it is used as a sedative. It has a value for arthritis.
There's value in using it, and you can also abuse it, like wine. What a coincidence that weeds are coming in sprinkled with PCP. And when did this
happen? When we were at our highest peak. We started moving in 1973.
We had great credibility with our own people. In the Confederacion, we
were the favorite organization. And of course, we had recognition. I think
that by 1975 we just had too much power.
ARTURO: Jesse, what is your recollection of this time?
JESSE: We were talking about when the Monitors were first born, and
when we worked at the Fairgrounds, and how the Berets had changed
from the Black Berets to the Community Monitors. One of the things I
think my brother mentioned is that we were getting a lot of pressure
about that time, 1973. One of the things I would like to point out is thatthe
Monitors themselves were an organization that was not just for Raza. It
was a mixture ofblacks, Anglos, Puerto Ricans, what have you. And it was
an organization of different organizations that came into the Monitors.
Many of the cops wanted to break that relationship.
HENRY: The police department was putting pressure on the deputy
sheriffs, saying: "You guys are a bunch of sissies. How come you don't go
into the park and arrest all those Chicanos that are out there drinking and
all that. The Monitors, the Berets, areputtingyouina positionwhereyou
can't go down there and enforce the law. You tell me that they have
authority? They have police authority?" And the deputies were saying:
"Geary, a politician, he doesn't give us the authority. He's backing them
up." Of course, being an elected official, the sheriff says: '1t isn't good for
me to have to go out there and beat up some heads because you're going
to beat up a lot of innocent people." Now the police didn't like the idea
that Chemo had set up a good relationship with Sheriff Geary. They
wanted to paint him as Sal Candelaria-a militant, a radical Being president of the Confederacion, being leader of the Monitors, he had prestige
within the community and the establishment The cops didn't like that. So
they provoked Chemo; they picked on his wife in public. There was a guy
supposed to be like the Goliath of the sheriffs, and when he went out and
started badmouthing Thereza, Chemo had a roll of newspaper in his fist.
He didn't really hit the guy, but he said, 'Have more respect for our
women" Later, Chemo received some information that it was going to get
pretty hot So we went for backup from the American Indian movement,
Dennis Banks, and the DQU, the Chicano Indian University.
Chemo met Banks during the Patty Hearst thing. And it was the same
time they were having the sun dancesatDQU. Sowestartedgoingthere.
When we saw that ceremonial, we were really moved by the sun dance,
by the way the ceremonial seemed to rub off. We started reading books on
it. We were saying, "Hey, man, we're Indian!" We started searching for our
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own roots. This was during 1975, 1976, 1977 ... and, of course, we made
that pledge and started learning more about some of the Indian
ceremonials, and similarities to us: "We're Chicano; we've got some of
those ceremonials, those herbs. We can do some of this stuff" When we
said, 'We're Indian, not Hispanic, not EspanoLn that became important
because it gave us strong feelings toward what was our culture.
JESSE: I want to talk a bit about how my brother and Sal Candelaria
were both forced into exile. Because the Monitors were so effective, there
was a move to disperse the Monitors. They started arresting our membership. The San Jose PD wasn't too happy with the fact that the sheriff was
cooperating with us, so what they were doing was challenging the sheriff
by saying that we were into extortion, that we were terrorists, that we
were vigilantes. Even the media started picking up on it and the
credibility that we had built up started going down the drain. We began
getting threats. At one time, just before my brother went to the Monitors's
office, they said they were going to blow it up. At that time, we were on
the comer of 34th and Santa Clara. We started losing membership. We
went from 90 members to, maybe, 30. The tension got so bad that we were
even bickering among ourselves. After that, we tried to pick up the pieces,
but we didn't really have a chance. At that time, there were rumors that as
soon as they got my brother and Sal in jail, they were going to kill them.
So Henry and Sal did the only thing they felt was right at the time-they
both left the state and went to Oregon in exile. Henry was in exile for
nearly a year, and Sal for over a year. That was from 1976 almost to 1978.
Both of them returned around 1978. But within that time the number of
Monitors I had left was maybe 18 people, and I doubtifl had that many.
ARTURO: So, Jesse, during the time Henry and Chemo were in exile,
you were in charge of only 18 people?
JESSE: I got together with Gustavo Arrias and he started helping me,
picking up the pieces a little bit And we rebuilt it about that time. When
my brother came back, we started going on the "longest walk'' from San
Jose to Mexico City to emphasize the importance ofbarrio unity. I started
the walk, but Henry sent me back and told me, "You know, little brother,
you've got to go back and you've got to support us any way you can
You've got to give me support I need in San Jose~'
The Decline
The decline of the Black Berets was perceived by those interviewed to
have been brought about by external factors, in particular, the behavior of
the San Jose police.
Chemo and Jesse talked about how, during the Fiesta de las Rosas
Parade, Chemo was taken to Agnews State HospitaL drugged with
thorazine, and left there. Jesse talked about being beaten by the police

156

both then and on other occasions. He told of the time the police burst into
his home and put a rifle to his head and threatened his life in front othis
family.
Thereza told how, when she initially joined the Berets, an undercover
cop followed her around, chased her, and eventually shot her. She related
how the police came to her after she had been taken to the hospital and
tried to place the blame on Chemo. They told her he was dangerous and
capable of doing anything. Then a major turning occurred
Chemo and Henry told of being forced into exile when threats were
made on their lives by the San Jose Police Department. Police then
started arresting some of the members of the Berets.
The media, another factor in the decline of the Black Berets, depicted
them unfavorably and, for the most part, viewed them as they were
portrayed by the police. Other, more conservative, groups were also
unsupportive of the Berets.
All of these external factors led to internal conflicts among individual
members of the Berets who feared for their lives and the lives of their
families. These factors took their toll on the family members as well.
In essence, the breakup of the Berets was brought about by external
factors (police, media, etc.) which caused internal conflicts (individuals,
families, etc.). Although the adaptation process eventually forced the
Black Berets to disband as an organization, most of the individuals continue to be involved actively in their communities in one way or another.
Conclusion
Among the principal legacies of the Chicano movement is the positive
self-identity that them ovement fostered among itsm embers. Such ethnic
pride helped propel the demands for socioeconomic and political reform,
and for liberation. Although the movement did not bring the sweeping
changes some had envisioned, it did succeed in educating the general
public about Chicanos. It also significantly improved avenues of
advancement in higher education, employment, and business, and
brought about major civil rights gains. The Chicano movement reflected
the aspirations and frustrations of the nation's second-largest minority
and became a vehicle for advancing the cause of social justice.
One of the important lessons to be learned from the Black Berets is that,
for the Chicanos to bee ffective, they must organize around concrete local
demands; they must be more responsive to oppression, both intellectually and emotionally.
It is necessary to see the Chicano movement as a spirituaL rather than a
political, movement One must learn to de-colonize one's thinking and
way of life, and substitute, instead, an Indian way o flife and spirituality.
last, but certainly not least, the Black Berets have taught the Chicanos
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that they can empower themselves. There is no need to be dependent on
the dominant society's institutions and mode of life.

Notes
1
This article is drawn from my M.A. thesis in Mexican American Studies at San
Jose State University. In it, I made use of the life history method of anthropological research, in documenting recent events within the Chicano movement My efforts were also part of an oral history project at San Jose State University which is under the joint direction of Jose Carrasco, Mauro Chavez, and Jeff
Paul
It will also be dear in the interviews that I am in the participant-observer tradition of research. A Chicano who took part in the movement, I personally know
others involved in those activities, including those whose interviews I present
here.
2
"Chicano," a controversial term made popular by activists in the 1960s, refers
to Mexican Americans, especially those who demonstrate a militant pride in their
ethnicity. The term derives from the word ''Mexicano,"' bye lision to Xicano (with
the X pronounced in the Nahuatl as S/sh) and thence to the current spelling,
Chicano. In the late 19th century, it was a pejorative used by upper-class Mexicans to refer to their lower-class counterparts. The term was adopted with pride
by young Mexican Americans during the 1960s (Meier and Rivera, 1981, pp. 8384).
3 According to Meier and Rivera ( 1981, p. 239), '~l Movimiento," literally 11the
movement," is a vaguely defined, amorphous concept to coverall the activities of
Chicanos in their efforts to achieve ethnic consciousness and separate identity. It
is used especially in reference to such activities since World War II and embraces
such disparate elements as the student demonstrations ofthe 1960s, the Chicano
literary and artistic explosiol\ and the United Farm Workers's strikes against
grape and lettuce growers. The Chicano movement exemplifies the potential
force existing within the Mexican American community to improve itself and its
position in American society. More than an economic and political rights
campaiSI\ the movement is also an assertion by Chicanos that they are an important entity in the United States which, through its culture and heritage, has contributed significantly to American life.
4
The interviews took place as follows: Chemo (Sal) and Thereza Candelaria on
July 20, 1988, at their home outside Morgan Hill from 10 am. to 8 p.m. Henry and
Jesse Dominguez on August 7 and 28, 1988, at Henry Dominguez's house in East
San Jose.
5
Saul Aliniky was a trusted guide to people wishing to organize against The
Establishment Two of his influential books are Revilee for Radicals, 1946, Chicago:
University of Chicago Press, and Rules for Radicals, 1971, New York: Random
House.
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FICTION

Es un Hombre

IIJ

Randall C. Jimenez and Felix Garcia, Jr.

UST as I'm beginning to understand and feel for the center of my
being the rules are being changed," said Juan to himself as he sat
typing an article on the ''Meaning of Machismo" in his office at
San Jose State. "Working out the meaning for a term like 'Machismo' with
a convoluted morphology is like trying to drive into unknown territory,
on unknown roads, towards an unknown objective, without a map." As
Juan continued to mutter, his thoughts were interrupted by a loud knock
on his Ninth Street office door.
"Hello, Papa:' said Juan gazing at the frail figure in the doorway. "This
is really a surprise. What brings you to the campus?"
'1 tought it was about time I esawwhere jou play atworkin'," said Juan's
father. "How tings wit jou? Jour Mama is worried dat jou haven't called
her in her casa por over two weeks. Is jour phone broken? Eshe needs to
hear from her Chivito Cucaracha, like regular, Mijito, or eshe won't let me
rest."
'1'm fine, Papa," said Juan. '1t is really good to see you here. Where did
you park su carro? The campus policia give out parking tickets like crazy
around here if you park in the wrong place."
"I parked in de 20-minute visitor espace. Is dat O.K wit jou? De way jou
talk de esa policia, jou tink que dey were La Migra or esometing."
''Papa, the only difference between La Migra and the campus police is
that the campus police deports your car instead of you."
"Didn't jou once make a living deporting cars to de junkyard, Mijo?"
"Si, Papa. Pero, I didn't work for either the campus police or La Migra.
The 20-minute zone should be fine, Papa. We can walk towards your car
and talk on the way," replied Juan. '1 have been working on an article that
may be of interest to you, Papa. We have never really talked specifically
about machismo, but I would really value some input from you on
this."
''Jou may not know dis eson, for I do not have jour fancy words for
talking, but all of what jou do interests me. But, why need we talk of
machismo now? All of what I have eshowed jou in jour vida has been how
161

to be a good macho."
'1'apa, I told you that I'm working on an article to explain the concept to
my classes," said Juan.
"Dey pay jou for dis?" asked Juan's father in disbelief.
"They pay me to teach my classes, Papa. I'm doing the article on my
own time."
"Why do jou have to write on esometing dat everybody knows? Are
dere not more important cosas to learn in college? Machismo is esometing jou know from living, not books."
"Thafs the very reason it needs to be discussed in books, Papa. We all
think we know it from life, but no one really takes the time to see what it is
that creates the essentials that make the Chicano life style and cultural
modality real."
"Oat is bullshit, Mijo," said Juan's father. "De TV is full of skinny assed
white brauds dat tell de whole world what a macho is, and we esrupidos
try to live up to deir mito witout a clue dat our machismo has been
estolen."
"Thafs the point, Papa. We all think we know what it is, but what we do
is a myth. Therefore, we really need to find out what it really is."
"Machismo is not esometing you find in a library or hanging on a tree,
Mijo. It is felt. It is true machitlz. It belongs only to de wise and centered of
raza. Women and men both can possess it."
"Now, that is really new, Papa," said Juan reaching for a pad of paper to
get the thought down while it was still fresh in his ears. "You never told
me that before. That is the type of thing that needs to be written before it is
lost. Why haven't you told me this before?"
'1 never had de need to tell jou dis. All of wat I esaid es muy antigua I
tought jou knew it from being wit me," said his father shaking his head
sadly.
'1'apa, what is a macho?" asked Juan.
"Jou don't know, and jou have a wife and children? Dis explains why
jou don't call jour Mama. Jou must come to dinner and have a lot of chile
salsa. Jour brain is full of mariposa fuzz."
"I think I know what you are trying to say, Papa, but that is not why I
asked the question," said Juan feeling insulted by his father for implying
that he was bi-sexual. '1 am really seeking what the term means to you.
We had better start towards your car."
"De carro can wait, Mijo. It is not going anywhere in dis time. Jou just sit
dere for a minute and I will eshow jou de meaning jou seek. A Papa must
do dis for his son even dough I hope it is not too late for jou. I feel so much
eshame."
''There is no need of that, Papa:' said Juan. "You and Mama have
worked hard to teach me our culture and the important lessons of life. I
just want a definition to start from."
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~~o.K. Just for jou, Mijito, I do dis. A macho es un hombre," said his
father as he stood as tall as he could, took a deep breath, clenched his fists,
and stuck his thumbs under his vest through the arm holes.
'1 know that, Papa. But, what does that phrase really mean?"
Juan's father repeated his moves and in his deepest voice said, ''Es un
hombre, hijo mio."
'1 guess I'm missing something, Papa. What is your meaning?" said
Juan looking straight into his father's deep-set brown eyes.
Are jou so blind wit de words from de books dat jou cannot esee me?
Now we must walk to de carro."
'1 see you, Papa, but I still do not see what you are trying to tell me.
Maybe you could give me a hint with a few additional words."
"How can de esoul de machitlz be put into words? Has de university
made jour brain white? Maybe jou have been to de dentista eso much dat
de articulos in dose women's magazines dey have in dose waiting rooms
have polluted jour mind."
''Papa, stop with the insults, por favor, already. I really want your
meaning. Concha has been reading those articles in the doctor's office
when waiting for the kids during their check-ups. She has decided to go
back to school and become a teacher. She challenges me at every tum.
She is standing on my boots with my feet still in them.
"Now, we are getting esomewhere," said his father with a smile. ''Eso,
what else is new? Jour Mama and abuelas have always done dat Oat is
what made dem able to maintain de power of familia Conchita doesn't
need to read articulos to learn dat. It is in her blood Jou would be a fool to
have it any other way, Hijo mio."
''Now you really have me confused, Papa," said Juan. ''Didn't Abuelo
call you a cabron because you couldn't get the last word with Mama?"
"J ou are in worse knowledge dan I tought, Juanito. I guess I must do for
jou what I saw mi Abuelo do for mi Papa cuando mi Papa questioned him
about de brickhouse Spanish Grandma made him build. Dis we can do as
we go for mi carro."
"O.K., Papa;' said Juan as he opened the door to leave the office. ''What
is the dialogue you have in mind?"
''Remember Abuelo's famous 'si' o 'no' teaching ways? He learned dat
from Abuelo Grande, and I will teach it to jou, now. Just contesta 'si' or
'no' when I ask jou de preguntas y direccion por de trute will arrive on
jou."
"For you, Papa, I will do this, but I feel like a small child," said Juan as
they left the building. He knew that by buying into the "si" o "no" format
that he would be in for the pattern of circular logic that he had heard when
riding in the pick-up with his Abuelo while looking for work, during the
hot summer Matatlan days of his youth. He also knew that it did not really
matter how he answered because the conclusion could be reached
11
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through any number of patterns of questions and answers. In some cases
si was no and no was si. One thing was for sure, he would be shown the
logic that created the sense of machismo instead of the ideological
stereotypic label that was being put forth in the social science literature in
the library.
''Learn as a child, Mijo," his father continued '1t is the best way. It is
better to be barefoot walking on the rocks than wearing boots full of
rocks. Entonces, we estart, now. When I talk to jou, do I try and estay on de
trute?"
"Si, Papa:'
''Does de trute have in it de wisdom and pensamientos of de familia y
modas razas?"
"Si, Papa."
'1n dat trute can a man have respeto for others if he does not have it for
himself?"
''No, Papa;' said Juan as they neared the visitor's portion of the "R"
parking lot.
"Can a man be wise without respeto for himself, his familia, and his
roots?"
'"No, Papa".
'1s a man's wife de familia el centro por him, witout which dere would
be no familia?"
"Si, Papa;' said Juan as they got to the car. There was no ticket on the
car. They could talk longer, now.
''Den, Mijito, un hombre con esposa fuerte es macho. Jour Mama is de
best. Entonces, yo soy macho-un hombre machista. Our wisdom works
together for Ia familia En dat moda we each know our place. I'm on de
outside and eshe is in de inside."
'~ut, Papa, it is that last part that has the women of my generation
upset," Juan remarked. "They don't want to be in that place. I think they
want their husbands in it."
''What did jou tink I meant when I esay 'place'?" said his father.
"The idea that the man has the last word and is the master of his house.
His woman lives by that word or else," replied Juan as they leaned against
his father's car.
''How does dat come from de idea of inside/outside, Chivito?"
"What do you mean, Papa?"
"Jou are not hearing me, Hijo mio. Use jour alma to listen, notjourears.
Jour Mama is the center of my life. Have I not always eshown jou dis in all
de tings I do?"
"Si, Papa:'
''Den what is my purpose? To destroy dat center by estanding on it, or
to protect it by providing for it and eshielding it from harm?"
"To protect and provide, Papa:'
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"Bueno, Mijo. Jou are at de entrance to de tunnel of de trute," said his
father with some pride for his son.
"But the corridos say that a man's palabra es la Ley?" replied Juan.
''Oat is a Spanish Crown idea," his father replied. ''It was de guachupin
way of worshiping his mujeres. It has no place in a true of de macho's
familia. It is only for de rico, rico, who have de dinero to waste de flower of
deir womanhood. Dis is not how it was for Christ, Cuatemoc, or mis
abuelos. De white women have picked up on de worst part of dis fantasymito and called it de 'latin Lover.' Dey tink dat dis is what I am when I
call myself macho."
''But isn't a macho a 'latin Lover,' Papa?"
''No, Mijo. I tink dey missed de boat on dis one. Mi abuelo esaid dat, 'A
man who gets his power by estanding on women has no alma o machitlz.'
He is de moreno dey esay he is. It is all right por jour Mama to estand on
my boots to esee me in de ojos, pero, I esee nothing but aire if I estand on
her."
''Then what is the idea of place as you see it, Papa, since it seems part of
making your idea of machismo function?" asked Juan feeling that his soul
was closer to the soul of his father now than at any other time before in the
togetherness of their lives.
''Primero, Hijo, it is not mi idea. It comes from de teachings of de gods,
Christ, y mis abuelos and other great humans. Segundo, de place is not
central. De working together, hand in hand, is. Tecero, noes una posicion
o una lista de obligaciones o el estado o calidad de lo que impone
obligacion. Es una moda where, cuando posible, de man o woman does a
ting as deir way of life more often dan dey would do some other ting."
"Give me some examples of this, Papa. It would be good for the article,"
said Juan getting out a pad he carried to put down ideas when he was
away from his desk.
''I'm not telling jou dis por un articulo de revista, Mijo! Dis is being
esaid por jour alma and marriage. What I am esaying is part of being un
esposo macho. Feel it in jour esoul y vida. Den, ifj ou must, write it down,"
said his father.
''I know that, Papa, but what you are saying is really good stuff," said
Juan as he began to write despite his father's pleading to feel the reality
first.
''De trute is always 'good estuff,' Mijo, dat is why it is La Verdad Macho.
Trute has no esex. No one grupo owns it. Por ejemplo, jour Mama expects
me to provide a house for de familia, but I expect her to manage what God
allows me to provide. In each area we have de responsibilidad to make de
final decision, pero we must listen to de needs and feelings of each other if
de results are to last and be of benefit to de whole familia. Dis moda makes
de Anglo tink dat de women are dependent on de men."
''Why do you think that the Gabacha is getting the wrong idea about us,
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Papa?" asked Juan.
''Oat is because dey only esee de familia from de outside, Mijo. It is also
por que de Gabacha wants to esee us as eshe esees her own man."
'Why then, doesn't she just drop the lies about us and tell the truth as
she sees it, Papa?"
"Las Gabachas are too afraid to tell dier men dat dey can esee his mito,
Juan. Besides dey have muchas modas y mitos to cut off dey Gabacho's
huevos."
"So where is the reality for us in this, Papa?"
"En realidad a true macho is dependent on his center for life. Oat center
is his woman, familia, and gods. Witout dis center, he is a bag of hot wind
blowing dead leaves off de great oaks of reality. Jou will esee dis esoon,
Mijo. De universidad has not totally rotted jour brain. At least jou estill
know of de right questions to ask Dis is good. Jour Mama loves jou for
dis."
This was his father's way of saying '1love you, son," and Juan felt his
roots being warmed in the glow of his father's love. This love flowed in
the sense of the ''here, here," that Abuelo always told him he would feel
one day. This was the power that fueled the macho during hard times. '1
love jou too, Papa:' said Juan as his father got into his car. "We need more
time to be together like this. I don't know when I have enjoyed a talk with
you as much as I have this one."
'1f jou really want it, Mijo, jou won't wish for it, jou will make it. Call
jour Mama. I want to esleep in peace tonight"
"Who are you protecting now, Papa?" Juan said with a grin.
''As jou grow older, Mijo, jou will find it hard to know jourself from de
needs of dose jou love. When jou have de alma to focus on dis knowledge, machismo is automatic and powerful."
'1 need to hear more, Papa."
'1f we need to talk more, dere will be another time. Mi Papa taught me
dat. I tink much ofwhatwe have not esaid to each other, he taught to both
of us. Remember him in jour prayers. For me he was El Hombre."
''Adios, Papa. You too have been El Hombre for me, but I did not know
this until this very moment"
"Jou have always been a eslow learner about de important tings,
Juanito, but in time jou have learned enough to bless others with jour life.
Keep jour boots on straight, Juanito."
"With my voices as my guide, Papa, I will give it my best shot"
"Jou will have to do better dan dat, Mijo. Be happy when Conchita
blesses jour botas by estandin' on them to esee into jour alma. It is in dose
times dat jou will be one and on de estraight circulo."
''Thanks for letting me stand on your boots, Papa:'
"Gracias a Dios for doin' it, Mijo. It is what I have lived for."
''Adios, otra vez, Papa:'
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Vaya con Dios, Juanito."
His father's fluttering hand kept waving goodbye as he slowly backed
out his car from the lot and drove away into the congested campus traffic.
Juan waved back enthusiastically and cheerfully, convinced that his
father had practiced his machismo all of his life to protect and shield his
family. Now he knewthatthe alma ofEl Hombre resided and rested in the
deepest center of his own heart, vibrating emotionally within his soul.
Now he could share this machismo with his family for another
generation.
Juan rushed back to his office to jot down the insights he had gained
through his father's soul. The time passed very quickly in the fog that surrounds a writer buried in his research materials. The piercing stabs of a
ringing phone brought him back into the present reality. He picked-up
the receiver, said, ''Hello, Dr. Galvan's office, how can I help you." Juan
listened to the short reply and yelled, "Oh, no!"
11

Juan had no idea that El Hombre would hemorrhage and suddenly die
at Kaiser Hospital that night. The fertilizers that had poisoned the
innocent fertile soils ofMatatlan had finally rotted and destroyed his precious father's lungs.
Three days later at his father's funeral, the family requested that the
casket be opened briefly so that all the relatives could see El Hombre's
face for one last time. As the pallbearers, all grandsons of El Hombre,
were opening the casket, Juan, who was standing tall in the new boots,
dearly bought by his father several years ago for this expressed purpose,
conspicuously marked the grave with the heel of his right boot:
70X70X70-20X20X20X20. In his visit, El Hombre had seen to it that
the alma of the Hombre had a large place in his son's heart. Juan's family
spiritual inheritance was his.
Now the casket was opened for the despedida, the last farewell. The
family and friends centered themselves around the casket. Slowly, Juan
tenderly placed his right hand on Concha's left shoulder and drew her
close to him. Concha stood on his boots to see the unmapped confines of
his souL His ~ide-open, unblinking eyes strengthened her heart and
soul. They looked at each other, held each other tight and wept In their
togetherness of soul they felt the love of El Senor: the strength of face that
weathered the storms of great loss. The return of El Hombre was assured
in the sense of the ''here-here" of home.
All who were there were deeply moved by the power of machitlz y El
Hombre as all nodded with approval: one heartbeat, one prayer, one
hidden voice, one tear rolling down El Hombre's rightcheek-la lagrima
de sangre-the tear of blood that belonged only to him because he
inherited it The essence and the vibrant soul of machismo lived in the
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center of the familia. All who saw with their ears knew He/he had paid
the price in the here-here. Eternity had died for us to protect us from ourselves and living death.
Juan muttered, uHe died for me, Concha!"
''He died for us all, Hombre," Concha whispered hoarsely through a
loving teary smile.
The casket was closed and lowered for the last time. Juan and Concha
threw a lily and some dirt onto the casket from the center of their heart
and soul.

The story is part of a navel-in-progress, "The Hidden Voices of Matatlan."
Selected Spanish words and their English meanings in order of appearance in the story:
Spanish

English

Es Un Hombre
Chivito

He is a man (macho).
young billy goat
(a term of endearment.)
cockroach
(a term of endearment.)
my young little son
the city police
life
things
Indian word for wisdom and
machismo
stupid, stupid ones
people
very old, ancient
butterfly
grandmothers
S.O.B.
Yes or No
great grandfather
answer (Answer yes or no.)
questions
then
thoughts
respect
the center
a man
strong wife

Cucaracha
Mi Hijito or hijito
La Migra
vida
cosas
Machitlz
estt.ipidos
raza
muy antigua
mariposa
abuelas
cabron
si o no
Abuelo Grande
contesta
preguntas
entonces
pensamientos
respeto
el centro
un hombre
esposa fuerte
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machista
alma
corridos
palabra es Ia ley
rico
dinero
mito
moreno
ojos
pero
primero
segundo
tecero
no es una posicion
es una moda
cuando posible
articulo de revista
esposo macho
Ia verdad
grupo
por ejemplo
responsibilidad
El Hombre
Adios
otra vez
vaya con Dios
de sped ida
El Senor

ideal male Indian-style
soul
ballads
word is the law
rich (person)
money
myth
dark complected
eyes
but
first
second
third
it is not a position
it is a way
when possible
magazine article
a real husband
the truth
group
for example
responsibility
The Man
goodbye
once again, again
go with God
farewell
Jesus Christ
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POETRY

Manuel Eduardo Alfaro

i was dropped by my mother
on this earth
i was a mexican
before i was anything else
a bastard mixed
by two races
aztec being my heart
conquistador my thoughts
a breed of man conceived
on the battlefield
si, on the steps
of montezuma's throne
i was conceived
along with my rage ...
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the days that autumn brings
autumn brings a chilled, yet fragrant smell
of burnt firewood, and the double knit sweaters,
the woolen caps, and running nuisance
autumn is a moldy mildew smelling salt
these are the days that autumn brings
to feel the moist crisp air
within your soul,
to touch with heart,
that sight which autumn brings
of golden leaves
a lonesome apple perched high above
reaching out, it touches the sky
and in touching heaven,
it touches my soul
like the lonesome apple that slowly rots away
like the silent laughter of the clouds
man's harvest also rots away in the chill of autumn
in the waning days of his life
en el otofto de su vida
los dias se encuentran en numerados
como aqui,
Ia luna esta alumbrada
acompaitada por las estrellas
por los deseos del hombre
por Ia tristeza de saber
que los dias se desaparecen
en el otofto de su vida
it rains and it rains
and then it rains some more
and still,
that lonesome apple holds on
against an ever present autumn day
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a qui,
in the city that i love

brilliantly lit up
against a backdrop of clouds
that silently laugh
and pour down the rain
on the city that i love
the heart of san jose
ojalci que ala
nos cuide nuestros pasos
en el dia de los muertos
mientras las nubes cubren mi alma,
then between the cumulus clouds
i will seek my autumn days
aqui en mi ciudad the heart of san jose
it is said,
that the dead are laid to rest,
but,
in the land of my descendants,
los muertos find no resting place
pero aqui en san jose
the city that i love
hasta Ia calavera halla justicia,
and the apple finally falls,
to be mixed with the rain
and the hopes of spring
and then at night,
the chill persists
my dreams are scattered
like the host of stars
that illuminate the heavens
on a chilled october night
and
though chilled by the thought of drifting
in heaven,
on a host of dreams,
i find comfort in being pulled back to earth,
by an autumn moon
and warmth in being embraced
by the city that i love,
Ia ciudad de san jose.
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mi alma
the sly eagle soars up high
even mightier than I
even more so than
the birds preyed upon
and
more graceful
I know
the humming bird
that wings aflutter
sucking sweet nectar all
the while
little hearts palpitating
so that even I
have been moved
by these tender wondrous sights
the ancient aztec god
was also a magnificent
bird of prey
his magical mystical
colorful sight
was more beautiful
than a peacock's pride
and
more demanding than
a young lover's bride
to behold
the serpent bird god
before the sacrificial altar
caressing a childvirgin's soul
was to witness the true meaning of life
mi vida
mi dios sagrado
te espero
mi amado
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Roberto Tinoco Duran

Civil War
The Civil War
is alive and well
I'm here to tell
in California Prisons
the creature lives
and survives
haunting Chicano lives
the uncivil war
con-tinues,
it didn't end in 1865
plenty-penny colored people
provided by the generous courts
fresh young fish
hooked
booked
cooked
The South has risen again
the North has come forth to defend
the new Civil War of California
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Newly Named Streets
Rarely do Raza
that picked the walnut
and prunes of valley orchards
get to live on
Prunedale Place
or
Walnut Way
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Art
the art student
easel at hand
thought it easy
to capture
the nature
of the itchy
and boneless
hoping to caress
the careless
on canvass
stroking the homeless
with their matted hair
and seven sweaters
in the sweltering
summer heat
where the collage
unfolded around the college
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Benjamin Torres

Lift me up to embrace the sun,
find for me the strength to run,
run through the woods in the mid-day heat;
hear from within the warrior's beat,
pounding hard, echoing loud,
ancestors' blood keeps me proud.
On open plains, in golden rays,
I still see shadows of olden days.
In the wind, voices fade,
ancient prayers the elders made.
To them all, I speak this plea:
Come here now to stand with me.
A circle is formed in the sweatlodge dome.
The prayer is offered to bring me home.
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Mi's Pinches Juaraches.
Mi's pinches juaraches, they take me where I want to go. Stylish strips
of leather; woven into the fabric of my culture. My juaraches, so beautifully brown, the color of my people. Juaraches are so strong, they have
carried the weight of my people for thousands of years. My juaraches
have witnessed history. They were there when the Maya watched the
heavens. They were there when Quetzalquatl sailed away. Juaraches
were there when Cortez plucked the rose that was TENOCHTITLAN.
These juaraches have marched for peace; these juaraches have stood
up in the face of injustice. Juaraches have danced to the baladas del
Mariachi ....... aiy aiy aiy! !!!!!!!!!!! These juaraches have also fallen in
battle and survived revolucion
Juaraches are firme, they last for so long. Los son echos de llantas, con
pinches white walls. High mileage radials from Firestone; raised letter
T.A.'s that bring me back home. These are my juaraches.
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ART

Henry Morillo

Dedicated
to the
Field Workers
and
Cannery Workers
of Our
Valleys
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~y
Even oflcr n generation
of faithful service
to the volley cun
you will not sec
the tired fnces of vfllley women
grnce the luxu q • hotel
you will not sec th eir fruit
bein)l brought to them
on the finest silver trnys
there will be no block-Lie party
the chompongc will not spurkle
on Oowing silk gowns
oftcr o gen crotion of fuithful o;crvice
where wom women sneak rruit nut
tucked conspicuously under
a rth ritic bones
stoincd oprons

185

MAYAN PRINCESS
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Lydia Cuellar Beltran

ARTIST UNKNOWN-This is a detail of a large mural completed about 1972 at
the Chapparal Market in San Jose.
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EL DIA DE LOS MUERTOS (The Day of the Dead) is one of the themes in this
detail of a large mural by Jose Mesa on Story Road in San jose. In the background can be seen the benevolent presence of Playwright Luis Valdez, with a
"zoot suit" motif in the foreground.

188

189

THE CRUCIFIXION is a mural painted in 1979atthe corner of Fourth and Santa
C lara Streets in San Jose by Alfredo Diaz Flores as a memorial to a woman who
died too young.
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Jeff Paul

CRUC IFIXION MURAL. Loca ted at C hev ro n s tation, Fourth and Sa nta C lara
Streets.
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COMMUNITY MURAL. A detail from a mural at Cap itol Pall eV U Save Pallet at

Taylor and 1Oth Stree ts.
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1980. Mu ral in the C h icano Library Reso urce Cente r, done by Etta Masca renas,
coord inator, and Marta Delgado, Lu pe Carra nza, Rosali nda ja ra, Isabel Najera,
a nd Mamie Paz.
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CORNER MARKET. Mural at Locust and West Virginia Streets.
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Jose Antonio Burciaga

LAST SUPPER OF C HICANO HEROES-A mural, loc.1ted in Casa Zapata, the
C h icano-theme student residence at Stanford University, depicts at the table the
13 regarded as the top heroes to 200 Chicanos, polled by the artist, Jose Antonio
Burciaga. At the far right, seated, is Ernesto Gala rza. In the middle is the Cuban
revolutionary, C he Guevera. In the middle left are Luis Valdez, Dolores Huerta,
and Cesar Chavez. John F. Kennedy is behind Huerta. T he inscription pays
tribute to those standing at the right- the cadre of campus workers-as well as to
the famous historical figures. The entire mural measures 67 feet, and the "Last
Supper" detail is 14' X 9'.
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Lucia Villegas

The artist prepared this statement to accompany reproductions of her paintings.
I keep my spirituality alive by paying tribute to my cultural background. The painting of forms that contain cultural symbolism and personal values has been inevitable in my work because the older I get, the
more connected I become to my roots.
As I was growing up, I took for granted a very important person and the
many things that he did for my survival. He suffered illness, hunger, long
hot days working under the rays of the burning sun, and fear when
people yelled, 11iLA MIGRA!" I'm speaking about Papa, my blood, the
person who spiritually keeps me alive and who has offered me his life
experiences to make this work possible. Through his life experiences, he
has also made me crave the experience of life in Mexico, my native
land.
Since I can remember, my dad has always had a favorite chair. Each of
his chairs has adapted to his personality, by molding to the form of his
body structure and by marking the age of his existence. Every night his
chair alleviated his pain after a long day of work Papa always dreamed of
making a lot of money and returning to Mexico. Papa has changed chairs
at least four times. To this day, he still has a favorite. The colors of the chair
have faded as Papa's hair whitened.
Papa thought that the promised land was like the land God promised
Abraham that he would bequeath to his descendants, a land described as
a land of victuals and delights. Not too long ago, after retiring, Papa recognized that the promised land was not about being opulent, but about
equality and humanity-spiritual wealth. He still wishes to return to
Mexico, but not wealthy; he wants his return to be a victory knowing that
with honor he has left this last drop of sweat in the place that he thought
was the promised land for his descendants.
Through my veins run his blood, the values that he has taught me, and
most importantly the roots of my ancestors. I keep my spirituality alive by
hoping that one day I will grow up to be like Papa.
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John Gilberto Rodriguez

PURPLE HEART: A SELF-PORTRAIT
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LA RAZA PROTEST-Enrique Dominguez is shown as one among many
Hispanics who protested negative coverage of th e Mexican American community by theSnnfoseMercury News in Fall, 1991. The newspaper met with the
protesters, organized by La Confederacion de Ia Ra za Unida, and the two sides
reached an accommodation. This is the same Enrique (Henry) Dominguez who
was active in Chicano protests in the 1960s and 70s, as written about by Arturo
Villarreal elsewhere in this issue.
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Contributors

Manuel Eduardo Alfaro, who describes himself as a husband, student,
writer, in that order, lists his educational background as "the streets,
college, and prison." He has published in Primary Colors, The Times of San
Jose City College, and student publications at Gavilan College.
Lydia Cuellar Beltran, an office manager at San Jose State University, is
also a dancer, artist, and teller of American Indian and Mexican Indian
stories. Her photographs have been exhibited at the Phoenix Bookstore
and the Chicano Resource Library Center at SJSU, where she is a candidate for a B.A. degree in creative arts.
Jose Antonio Burciaga, resident fellow at Stanford University, is an illustrator, essayist, and poet. His B.A. is from the University of Texas at El
Paso, 1968, and he attended the San Francisco Art Institute and the
CorcoranSchoolofArtin Washington, D.C. HislatestpublicationisDrink
Cultura, Capra Press, 1992.
E. Lou Carranza, professor of Communication Studies at San Jose State
University, was director of the university's Educational Opportunity
Program in 1968 and chair of the Mexican American Graduate Studies
Department in 1969. His B.A. in philosophy is from SJSU. He holds a
Ph.D. from Michigan State University.
Roberto Tinoro Duran has a new collection of poems, Reality Ribs. He
conducts poetry workshops for community organizations. He attended
San Jose City and Hartnell Community Colleges and SJSU. In 1987, the
Bilingual Review/Press of Arizona State University published his collection, A Friend of Sorrow.
Emesto Galarza was a union leader and writer who fought for the rights
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of the farm worker. He settled in SanJ ose with his wife, Mae, and children
in 1947. Author of Barrio Boy, an autobiography, in 1971, he also wrote
stories and poems for children and other books and pamphlets on agriculture, including an expose in 1964 of the bracero system, Merchants of
Labor. His Ph.D. was from Columbia University. He was born in 1905 in a
mountain village in Mexico and died in 1984.
Felix Garcia, Jr., is an associate professor and former chair of Mexican
American Studies at SJSU. He has been a public school teacher and
administrator. On the SJSU campus, he has taught in five different
schools (now, colleges): education, engineering, humanities and the arts,
social sciences, and social work.
David Gonzales received a B.A. in English from SJSU in 1991, in fulfillment of a long-time dream. He worked at FMC for 14 years, eight on the
assembly line and six in the front office as a quality control engineer. He
also served as a medic in the U.S. Army Reserves. His writings have
appeared in the San Jose Mercury News, La Oferta Review, and El Obseroador,
among others.
Kathleen Ann Gonzalez teaches English at Piedmont Hills High School.
She graduated with departmental honors and great distinction from
SJSU, where she was an English tutor from 1987-91. Her love of travel
has found expression in four trips to Europe, most recently last summer.
TeD"y Gross has for ten years been chief interviewer for ''Fresh Air," a
public radio program that originates daily from the studios of WHYY in
Philadelphia. She specializes in the best of fine arts and popular culture,
featuring jazz and Rock-and-Roll musicians; film writers, directors, producers; painters and architects; actors; and authors of books that are-or
are about to be-ali the rage.
Rose del Castillo Guibault is editorial and public affairs director at KGOTV in San Francisco. Her B.A. in broadcast journalism was from SJSU in
1974 and her M.B.A. from Pepperdine in 1983. From 1989-91, she was a
columnist for the San Francisco Chronicle. In 1991, President Bush named
her to his Advisory Board for Educational Excellence for HispanicAmericans.
Leah Halper is an instructor at Gavilan Community College, a free-lance
writer, translator, and peace worker. Her B.A. in English and history is
from Stanford University (1982); her M.A. in journalism from New York
University (1988). urm 1/3 Quaker, 1/3 pagan, and 1/3 Jewish, though I
started life as a Catholic in Fresno."
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Roberto P. Haro is a Chicano academician who is director of the
Monterey County Campus of SJSU. A U.C. Berkeley graduate, he has a
B.A. and two graduate degrees from Cal He was an American Council on
Education Fellow in 1987-88 and attended the Harvard University Institute for Educational Management in 1988.
Robert F. Jenkins, Professor of Theatre Arts at San Jose State University
and professional storyteller, has directed a number of accJaimed productions in the campus theatre. His dissertation for Florida State University
was on the Teatro Movement in the Southwest He received his Ph.D. in
1980.
Randall C. Jimenez, associate professor, Mexican American Studies at
San Jose State University, taught in public and parochial schools and
colleges and directed several community-based agencies before coming
to SJSU. Among his publications is El Alma Chicana, a series of readings
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Jesus Martinez, who teaches political science at Santa Clara University, is
a Ph.D. candidate in ethnic studies at the University of California,
Berkeley, from which he earned an M.A. in Latin American Studies.
Before entering academia, he worked in agriculture and service
industries.
Henry Morillo is a graphic artist and illustrator who is now studying atthe
Institute of American Indian Art in Santa Fe, N.M. He is descended from
Santa Inez Indians on his grandfather's side and Costonoan Ohlone,
Mutsin tribe, from his grandmother. He is a founder of the project of Kids
Helping Kids and has been active in redistricting issues in Watsonville
and San Jose.
Patricia C. Nichols, Professor of Linguistics and Language Development
at SJSU, has published articles on gender and language, dialects of the
American South, and language acquisition in California. For the
academic year 1992-93, she is a Rockefeller fellow at the University of
North Carolina, Chapel Hill
Juan Oliverez, faculty member of Hartnell College in Salinas, was a
fannworker until 1967 when he received his A.A. degree from Hartnell
and then went on to get a B.A. at SJSU and an M.A. and a Ph.D. in
sociology from the University of California, Berkeley. He dedicates his
essay to his twin granddaughters, Amanda Xochiquetzal and Antonette
Coatlicue.
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Jeff Paul is director of the Chicano Library Resource Center and head of
media setvicesatSJSU, from which he earned anM.LS. and an M.A.,after
graduating from Chico State University in 1974 with a Spanish and psychology double major. He is a descendant of the Vaca family, after whom
Vacaville was named.
John Gilberto Rodriguez is a photo journalist with La Oferta of San Jose.
He was an illustration major at the Brooks Institute of Photography. He
had exhibits at San Jose City College in 1991 and 1992. During a tour of
duty in Viet Nam, on May 16, 1969, he was wounded in action.
Santos D. Rodriguez is a California state park ranger in the Monterey district. He has been with the state parks system for 15 years. He has a B.A. in
Liberal Studies from San Jose State University (1992) and previously
studied at Fresno City College, Fresno State, and Monterey Peninsula
college, which granted him an A.A.
Ted Sahl has been a photo journalist since 1979, specializing in photo
documentaries. His photographs of the anti-nuclear movement have
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films, #/Greetings from Washington" and a Joan Baez movie on peace.
Diane M. Schaffer, Professor of Social Work at SJSU, holds three
degrees-B.A., MA., and Ph.D. from Stanford University. Her study,
The International Feminization of Poverty," appeared in Women, Power,
andPolicy. PergamonPress, 1988.SheisaformercoordinatorofWomen's
Studies at SJSU.
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Benjamin Torres is on the student staff of the Chicano Resource Library
Center at SJSU and an undergraduate psychology major with a minor in
Mexican American Studies. He has a general education diploma from the
San Jose Job Corps. Born on San Jose's East Side, he has performed with
local groups, El Teatro de Los Pobres and Teatro Vision
Daniel Valdez is an actor and administrator who has worked with El
Teatro Campesino during its more than a quarter of a century of productions. He was the star of Zoot Suit, both play and film He is one of ten
children of migrant farm worker parents who settled in San Jose. One of
his brothers is Luis Valdez.
Luis Valdez, a 1964 SJSU graduate (B.A. in English), is a playwright and
political activist, best known as founder of El Teatro Campesino and as
the author of the stage plays and films Zoot Suit, Corridos, and La Bamba.
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1992 won the Hispanic Heritage Award for achievement in literature.
Arturo Villarreal, who teaches anthropology at Evergreen College, has
also been on the faculty of DeAnza College. He has a double major in
behavioral science and anthropology at SJSU and earned an M.A. in
social sciences here. He holds a black belt in Aikido.
Lucia Villegas, who is a candidate for a B.F.A. at San Jose State University, finds the inspiration for her painting in the symbolism and
spirituality of her cultural background in Mexico. More particularly, the
experiences of her father as a farm worker always planning to return to
Mexico have shaped her work.
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